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Two for the road: Jack and Charmian London at Mill Valley, 
June, 1911. 
Four Horses, a Wife, and a Valet: 
Up the California Coast 
With Jack London 
HowARD LACHTMAN 
Early in 1911, Jack and Charmian London began to plan a 
much-needed summer vacation. With their faithful and silently 
efficient valet, Nakata, and Jack's ubiquitous typewriter, they 
would embark on an open-air tour of northern California, follow-
ing the coast up into Oregon and crossing over inland to Medford 
and Ashland before turning south for the return through Califor-
nia's north-central interior. Their three month itinerary would 
cover fifteen hundred miles. 1 They did not expect to return to their 
Sonoma ranch until the fall. 
The novelty of the Londons' trip lay in their choice of convey-
ance . Instead of traveling in the luxury of a modern 30 or 40 
horsepower motor car, they decided upon the authentic horse-
power of a four-horse team. That was doing it the hard way, even 
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for a couple accustomed to "roughing it," and some of their friends 
were openly skeptical. Typical was the reaction of one Glen Ellen 
citizen who remarked: "What? London? He drive four horses? 
Can't drive onel" 2 But the team was a natural idea for Jack and his 
wife, both of whom had a love of horses and a certain talent for 
handling them. 
Charmian was already an accomplished and daring horse-
woman, known for the ease with which she sat saddle and the 
velocity of her gallops. In an age when most women rode 
sidesaddle and dared no more than a genteel canter, Charmian 
was an emancipated trailblazer. She remained an active rider until 
well into her old age. As for her husband, it is true that Jack was 
sometimes accused of riding like a sailor (i.e., all over the saddle), 
but motion picture footage of him riding on the Beauty Ranch 3 
shows him to have been better than his reputation. Then too, his 
progress with the four horse team suggests his patient skill as a 
handler and practical student of horse psychology. 
Selecting and training his four horses, Jack relished the chore of 
getting to know the intricacies of each horse's disposition. Though 
the four were (in theory, anyhow) to act as a unit, London soon 
realized that they could not run smoothly if he failed to appreciate 
their individual quirks and crotchets. He made it his business to 
know each one's habits thoroughly. He was no stranger to horses. 
Well schooled in the hard knocks of equestrian science, he knew 
something about the nature of the beast: "Having been kicked, 
bucked off, fallen over backward upon, and thrown out and run 
over, on very numerous occasions, I had a mighty vigorous respect 
The view from the drivers seat. 
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for horses" (NFHNB, 234). Jack's sympathetic response to the 
temperament of working animals had begun with the "wolf dogs" 
who had pulled the cumbersome sleds of Klondike Argonauts in 
the gold rush of 1897. 
Not only would the four horses pull together; so too would the 
working team of Jack and Charmian London. Touring scenic 
wonders along the trail and visiting the port, lumber, and farm 
communities along the route of their travels, their would be a 
working vacation. As a busy popular writer, Jack could not afford 
to leave his work behind . He had no intention of doing so. He 
boasted of carrying his office "under his hat," and his rig (a light 
Studebaker trap which had been redone by a local blacksmith to 
accommodate the Londons' ample gear) was carrying a portable 
office of books, notes , papers, and writing projects. He was 
already committed to describing the glories of northern California 
in a travel article to be written on behalf of the North of the Bay 
Counties Association . He would continue writing his South Seas 
short story series (about the tropical playboy and detective, 
Captain David Grief) for the Saturday Evening Post, as well as his 
Alaskan adventure story series (concerning the Klondike matura-
tion of San Francisco dilettante Christopher "Smoke" Bellew) for 
Cosmopolitan. The latter group would appear monthly for one 
year (June 19ll-June 1912), a testament to the writer's popularity 
with readers. Jack also intended to gather local color for the travel 
episodes of his novel in progress (The Valley of the Moon), write 
the preface to a new edition of Dana's Two Years Before the Mast, 
and contribute freely to a marketplace then enjoying the golden 
age of the magazine and newspaper. He was, in short, a dedicated 
and disciplined professional. 
Nakata checks the gear. 
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Charmian would not be idle either. As usual, she would handle 
the typing, editorial, and mailing chores for Jack's manuscripts, 
freeing her husband for still more note-taking and writing, or for 
additional sightseeing. Her capacity for hard work and organiza-
tion was as professionally invaluable to Jack's career as her grit and 
spunk were personally endearing to him. As summer approached, 
she looked forward to sharing with him their biggest adventure 
since the Snark voyage of 1907-1909. This time, however, the 
roughness of coast roads and forest trails would replace the more 
hazardous perils and uncertainties of ocean navigation. 
The truly "smart" couple of 1911 might have chosen to head up 
north in a six-cylinder Franklin or, better yet, in the fashionable 
new touring car advertised that year by the Cadillac Motor Com-
pany, a four-cylinder, thirty horsepower, three speed sliding gear 
transmission beauty that sold for a whopping $1700. That wasn't 
for Jack, who so disliked automobiles that he balked at owning 
one, let alone driving one. "Among our many weaknesses is the one 
of being old-fashioned/' he confessed. "We don't mix with gasoline 
very well" (NFHNB, 234). One of his fictional characters put it 
more strongly when he remarked, "This is the twentieth century, 
and we stink of gasoline." 
Arranging, testing, and rearranging his horses, London felt a 
satisfaction he could never have felt from a "machine." Able to 
work under any conditions, he had no worries about conducting 
his writing business. As usual, his schedule would be met. His 
write-as-you-go program would defray expenses on the trip and, 
hopefully, meet the rising building and farming expenditures back 
at the Beauty Ranch. Since all work would make even Jack a dull 
boy, there would be plenty of time for fun along the way, too. 
"We intend to stop off," he wrote a friend, "hunt and fish, and 
throw the saddles on our own horses for the wilder trails" (LJL, p. 
344). 
By the end of May, everything was in readiness for a trial run, 
including Jack's notes for the novel on which he was working, "a 
novel that I have close to heart." Shortly before his departure, he 
wrote the editor of Cosmopolitan all about it . His book, he 
explained, would introduce a poor working-class couple from the 
city to the invigorating glories of the California countryside. "Of 
course, they have all sorts of adventures, and their wandering 
becomes a magnificent, heroic, detailed pilgrimage" (LJL, p. 347). 
Not coincidentally, London confided that he was going out into 
the California countryside to gather notes for the novel. While 
his own wandering would not necessarily be "magnificent" or even 
"heroic," it could be picturesque enough to inspire his work on a 
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truly spacious Western novel. Apart from its recreational and 
therapeutic value, Jack's summer sojourn was designed to capture 
the spirit of the big country which, in turn, he hoped to capture in 
his book. He always wrote at his best when he wrote out of his 
own experience. He was confident that the four-horse trip would 
prove to be one of his most rewarding adventures: 
I am starting tomorrow morning with my wife on a three-month's driving trip . 
We have broken four saddle horses to harness, and are carrying our saddles with 
us as well. I dearly love California, so much so that you never see me East. 4 and I 
shall gather up in those three months all sorts of data and atmosphere for this story 
(LJL, p. 347). 
There remained the small problem of the four horses. King and 
Prince were horses after the Londons' own hearts. The other two 
were horses of another color. Take Milda, for example. Jack 
described her as "an unadulterated bronco, and in temperament 
... a combination of mule and jack-rabbit blended equally." 
(NFHNB, 234). Then there was Gert, the Outlaw, who kicked and 
bit and jumped enough to make Jack wonder why on earth he had 
left the comfort of his writing desk. Milda was milder, but no less 
perverse in her habits, as her master noted: 
If you placed your hand on her flank and told her to get over, she lay down on 
you . If you got her by the head and told her to go back, she walked forward over 
you. And if you got behind her and shoved and told her to "Giddap!" she sat down 
on you (NFHNB, 234). 
Added to these problems was London's own lack of expertise 
with four-in-hand. One rule of handling reins, for example, is to 
let your hands do the work, not your eyes. There was the time 
when Jack forgot that and, much to his horror, saw his leaders 
going up the road and his wheelers coming down it in the opposite 
direction "all at the same time and all harnessed together and to 
the same rig" (NFHNB, 236). This classic moment quickly con-
vinced the novice driver that Newton's Second Law had no 
business in the operation of a four-horse team . 
Sometimes the problem of ineptness was compounded by the 
politeness required by "the courtesy of the road." Coming down a 
steep mountain road with the team one day, London met a horse 
and buggy on a narrow turn. The driver of the buggy, a woman, 
could not risk backing down. London would have been glad to 
back up, but his horses did not know how. He unhitched the 
single horse and backed it down by hand two hundred yards to a 
safe spot. Of course, the horse had to be hitched again. There lay 
the problem. He didn't know how to do it, and neither did the 
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woman. Yet neither could go on again until it was done. Necessity 
being the midwife of invention, they decided to improvise. "It took 
us about half an hour," London recalled, "with frequent debates 
and consultations, though it is an absolute certainty that never in 
its life was that horse hitched in that particular way" (NFHNB, 
233). 
Between tangled reins, puzzling harnesses, steep mountain 
roads, and numerous other small surprises, Jack had his hands full 
with the new mode of locomotion which he had embraced for his 
trip north. No wonder his worried friends urged on him everything 
from railroad tickets to accident policies, or that the San Francisco 
Examiner, which could never fault London's courage, saw fit to 
question his wisdom: "The friends of the novelist," it reported in its 
story of May 31, "are shaking their heads and asking 'what next?"' 
No particular friend of Jack's, the Examiner felt free to indulge in 
a little headshaking of its own concerning the four-horse 
adventure, opining that "the cranky and uncertain Snark was a 
haven of refuge" compared to the dangerous combination of "four 
half-broken mustangs and road wagon" which would venture on a 
new voyage of discovery "along the hard roads of the northern 
coast, the roads that hang over the abyss or look down sheer to the 
breakers." The implication, of course, being that somewhere along 
that fatal road, London's wagon might well make precipitous 
acquaintance with the sea. 
If London survived this breathtaking ride, Mr . Hearst's reporter 
was generous enough to predict that he was sure to pick up lots of 
local color for new stories, winding his way along "the less known 
routes of travel where 'characters' lurk at crossroads and weird 
strange adventures look down from lone cabins and half-deserted 
camps ." One can only account for the reporter's vivid imagery by 
supposing that he was an inveterate reader of Jack London adven-
ture stories. Jack's own creativity, at a peak that year, may have 
been spurred by anticipation of the trip. Shortly before leaving the 
ranch on June 2 for a week's test drive down to Marin County and 
back, he completed a hard-hitting boxing thriller, "The Mexican," 
one of the classics of revolutionary and sporting literature. 
Charmian dutifully typed it up and sent it off to the Saturday 
Evening Post, where it appeared in the August 19 issue. He was 
also busily writing "A Goboto Night" for the Post's David Grief 
series. This was the first story to be completed en route with the 
four-horse team. 
Despite a horse change or two, the trial run was a success. The 
team gained its running legs down Sonoma's rolling hills and 
slopes, and on through the Petaluma Valley on the way to the 
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coast. They descended from Tomales to Bolinas bay, running 
across the beach from Bolinas to Willow Camp and the fringe of the 
bay itself ("a delightful experience," according to Jack, who could 
quip about his sea horses). Up at the Point Reyes lighthouse, 
Charmian noted "the fog-horn, breakers, 400 steps, red moss on 
rocks and stories of wrecks," and Jack was aware that they were 
passing history near the anchorage of Sir Francis Drake and the 
coastal rocks which sank the silk and spice treasure galleon -of 
Sebastien Carmenon. 
On the Bolinas Bay road, Charmian mingled admiration for 
roadside poppies and the spectacular cliff drive overlooking the 
ocean with delight at Jack's growing mastery of the team: "Mate's 
driving a joy and astonishment . . . so proud of my man!" Jack 
gave Charmian yet another reason for pride by finishing "A 
Goboto Night," a well-told tale of how a game of cards in a tropic 
port changed an intolerant young man's way of thinking. It 
appeared in the September 30 issue of the Post: oddly enough, this 
first of the stories written "on the trail" was also the first to appear 
after the Lon dons had returned home (on September 5) from the 
long trip north. Rested and refreshed by sound sleep after long 
days of driving, Jack launched immediately into another story, 
"The Pearls of Parlay." 
The most difficult part of that first drive had been on the 
southern and eastern stretches of the Willow Camp road, "along 
the poppy-blown cliffs, with the sea thundering in the sheer depths 
hundreds of feet below and the Golden Gate opening up ahead, 
disclosing smoky San Francisco on her many hills" (NFHNB, 240). 
Despite the danger of that mountain road, London had time for 
sightseeing and, perhaps, for introspection . San Francisco was his 
native city. Upon its bay had begun his now legendary career as 
sailor and writer. It was through the Golden Gate, as yet un-
spanned by any bridge, that he had gone in 1893 as an able 
seaman before the mast of the Sophia Sutherland on his first ocean 
adventure. Then he had learned how to survive at sea; now he was 
learning how to "navigate" four horses. So past history met present 
history, and the thirty-five year old celebrity caught sight of the 
city and the bay where his adventures had had their origin. 
Satisfied with the team's performance, the Londons turned for 
home at Sausalito and began an easy return to Glen Ellen over the 
"excellent park-like boulevards" of Marin, a county whose 
"wonderful scenic attractions" Jack had commended earlier that 
year, according to a story in the Marin Journal (April 23, 1911): 
Of all the parts of the world which I have visited, Northern California and 
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The little Lady takes the reins. 
especially Marin County, is in my opinion the real paradise of the earth. The 
Riviera, the sights of Egypt, and the wonders of India are but the works of 
mankind, while here Mother Nature has lavished her best efforts. I have written 
The Call of the Wild which some of my friends refer to as my "best seller," but the 
thing nearest my heart is the "Call of the North" - of Northern California-the 
natural God-made paradise, which equals only the paradise inhabited by Adam. 
After comparing California with the Garden of Eden, London 
could strain no further. But the tone of enthusiastic hyperbole was a 
sample of things to come on his swing north . Solicited for his 
opinion, Jack would repeatedly lavish praise on the towns, farms, 
forests, valleys, orchards, climates, and countrysides through which 
he passed. In so doing, he was being more than merely kind. He was 
expressing his love for his native state in all her many aspects. It 
was what the four-horse trip was all about, the pilgrimage of a 
Californian determined to extol the wonders of California not only 
to Californians but to the world at large. Seldom has the state had 
a better booster. 
Back at Petaluma on June 8, the Lon dons telephoned the ranch 
and learned that Eliza Shepard, Jack's sister and able ranch super-
intendent, had met with an accident. Jack opened the team up in 
a dash for home- in all, they drove 55 miles that single day-and 
was relieved to find Eliza improved, if somewhat shaken. 
Charmian did what she could to make her sister-in-law 
comfortable and then rode out with her husband over the estate 
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they would not see again until the fall: "Mate and I ride blissfully 
over ranch and are delighted with progress." Confident that the 
Beauty Ranch would continue to progress under Eliza's capable 
supervision, they packed and prepared themselves for departure . 
Eliza improved rapidly, and on Monday, June 12, 1911, they were 
off. The weather was fine, the scenery lovely, and the horses 
running well. By the time they reached the Russian River, 
Charmian was again exclaiming Jack's newly-acquired proficiency: 
"Mate a wonder with reins." The driver was keeping his lines 
straight and his team untangled; it was no mean achievement. 
The Londons overnighted at the old Russian colony of Fort Ross. 
They warmed themselves "at the hundred-years-old double fireplace 
and slept under the hand-hewn roof beams still held together by 
spikes of hand-wrought iron" (NFHNB, 240). Here was history 
and, from Fort Ross to Fort Bragg, some of the most spectacular 
coastal scenery in California: "The road skirted dizzy cliff-edges, 
dived down into lush growths of forest and ferns, and climbed out 
along the cliff-edges again" (NFHNB, 240-241) . On every side 
were wildflowers- lilac, lupin, poppy, and rose-that dazzled the 
Lon dons with their size and color. 
At the end of that first week, they had reached Gualala and put 
up at the Italian Hotel. As a rule, the Londons did not camp out 
on the trail, preferring to come in after a day's drive. Often, they 
put up at some small hotel or farmhouse for several days before 
setting out again, ensuring that the horses (and passengers) were 
rested at proper intervals . Up early, Jack wrote and Charmian 
. typed their daily stints before late morning activities or departures. 
Well cared for, the three-human and four -horse teams averaged 
thirty miles on traveling days . During these drives, Charmian was 
pleased to note her husband relaxing and responding to the glories 
of surrounding countryside and coastline, "exhilarated with the 
youth and beauty of the summer world of out-doors" (BJL, II p . 
212), and she was amused, on some nights, by his return from the 
local men's club or pub with "a more than common glisten in his 
always lustrous eyes, a trifle of feverishness in the telling of what 
he had picked up in the way of local information or backwoods 
lore" (BJL, II. p . 213). 
It was obvious that the storyteller was finding more than his 
share of local color. Charmian was finding her share, too, though 
sometimes of an unwelcome variety. One had to forget about 
sleeping on Saturday night at the lively Italian Hotel, for example. 
"A wild night of drunken Italians and bad dreams," Charmian 
complained, adding that there were "wild savages on the roof and 
porch." No doubt a local custom, especially on Saturday nights. 
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Charmian felt distinctly less well on June 19, the first anniversary of 
the birth of the baby girl named Joy whom she had lost two days 
after delivery . It was a deeply disturbing memory for her and 
would long continue to be so, but work was always the best 
antidote for sorrow. She put the ghost of the lost daughter briefly 
out of her mind in order to finish typing up Jack's exciting story, 
"The Pearls of Parlay." The story was one of the best London ever 
wrote, good enough to make anyone forget his cares. It was a 
South Seas retelling of The Tempest, and featured the grandfather 
of all typhoons in its unforgettable denouement. Perhaps, as she sat 
typing it, Charmian was able to forget. The big wind which 
unleashed the full fury of the sea upon traders and merchants of 
fatal pearls required her mastery no less than it did Captain 
Grief's. 
By the 24th, the Londons were established at the home of Mr . 
and Mrs. Cobb at Garberville on the Eel River . The Cobbs proved 
to be such good company that Charmian called them "our 
people." She tried her hand at fishing and caught up on corres-
pondence while Jack set about writing his last Post story, "The 
Feathers of the Sun," a rollicking comedy about a disreputable 
beachcomber with royal pretensions. Here was a South Seas 
version of Kipling's "The Man Who Would Be King," and like the 
rogue in that famous story, London's antihero also arrived at an 
appropriately disastrous downfall. 
Never shy at reading his work in progress to others, it is quite 
possible that Jack shared "The Feathers of the Sun" with Mrs . 
Cobb, a poet and novelist in her own right. According to an item 
in the May 22 Eureka Herald (for which she was the local 
correspondent at Garberville), Margaret Cobb was the author of a 
novel entitled Blaxine, Indian girl, a work said to be admired by 
her famous visitor . Whether he admired it out of politeness or envy 
is not known, but since London had also made sympathetic use of 
Indian heroines in such stories as "Jees Uck," "The Wit of 
Porportuk," "Grit of Women," "The Marriage of Lit-Lit," and 
"The Night Born," 5 he at least shared some common literary 
ground with his good hostess . 
Whatever he may have thought of -her prose, London became a 
great admirer of Margaret Smith Cobb's poetry. In one case, he 
arranged with The Century Magazine to publish one of her poems 
which he had particularly enjoyed. In his letter of June 21, 1913, 
he sent her the magazine's check for $40- a munificent sum in 
those days (or even these days) for a single poem, and one 
probably fetched on the strength of her famous patron's name-, 
and added, "I so loved the poem that I wanted to see it get first-
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class publication; and now we have got it" (LJL, p. 388). London 
had his close friend George Sterling, and also L. Frank Tooker of 
the Century staff, revise some portions of this poem to ensure its 
publication. The time and trouble he invested in this case are 
indicative of numerous other instances in which he befriended, 
admonished, and encouraged literary aspirants. 
To the north, meanwhile, the city of Eureka was in a state of 
excited anticipation over the Londons' impending visit. Possibly 
Mrs. Cobb was able to relieve the civic anxiety which had 
manifested itself in a June 24 headline of the Herald: WHERE IS 
JACK LONDON? ANSWERING THE CALL OF THE WILD? 
The Londons' Eureka host, H. L. Ricks, was interviewed on this 
perplexing question. "I don't know where Jack London is," he 
cheerfully admitted to reporters. "I haven't heard a word from 
him since he started out, but from the quantity of mail which has 
been arriving for him during the last few days, I judge that he is 
expected here very soon ." 
Actually, it would be another week before the Lon dons arrived 
in Eureka. The Herald had to exercise a little imaginative 
ingenuity to explain what was keeping them. According to one 
story, Jack had not confined the team to "the beaten paths of 
civilization," but was "camping out somewhere under the trees in . 
the virgin forests ." It was fortunate that the Examiner wasn't asked 
its opinion of the overdue couple. Mr. Hearst's reporter might have 
speculated that a redwood had fallen on them or that Sasquatch 
had come into camp to ask Jack's autograph. The Herald preferred 
to believe that the "world-famous explorer, writer of virile, red-
blooded novels and all around sportsman" was simply seeking 
inspiration in the wild. 
One of the diversions which delayed the Londons was their 
mutual love of fishing . When Charmian snagged her first trout 
and presented it with mock deference to "my liege lord," it was the 
beginning of a new recreational pastime. Jack did not have to 
challenge her to see if she could catch anything besides eel from 
the Eel River . She had had her first success on the Gualala, where 
Nakata had made a joke of Jack's scientific fly and spinner theories 
by catching "the biggest trout of all" using only bread for bait. 
After that, Jack gave up his piscatorial notions in comic disgust. "I 
now affirm there is nothing in science nor in art," he laughed. 
Each with his/her own method, the three summer travelers 
became dedicated and successful anglers in northern California's 
abundant streams, more than once bringing their dinner into town 
with them in their fishing baskets . 
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The Londons bid the Cobbs an affectionate farewell on June 28 
and were off again down trails swarming with innumerable bees 
and shy deer ("sidehill salmon," Jack called them). Jack opened the 
team up across the river valley towards Eureka "through the most 
unthinkably glorious body of redwood timber to be seen anywhere 
in California" (NFHNB, 246). The sight of these mammoth trees 
was less impressive to poor Charmian, upon whom the jolting rig 
had begun to take its toll . "We go too fast," she complained in her 
diary entry for June 28 . "My head aches and my back aches and I 
don't enjoy it much ." She enjoyed it even less when her physical 
miseries compelled her to stay abed the following day. A solicitous 
Jack read to her from his story in progress and brought her several 
beautiful Indian blankets and another little surprise- her own 
reel, a reward for her trout victories. That perked her up, even 
though she had to ride the next day with gritted teeth: "Back 
nearly kills me . .. brace myself most of the way, half sitting." 
When they arrived at Fortuna at half past four that afternoon, 
Jack was besieged by jostling newsmen while a suffering Charmian 
went straight to bed. 
The roads- and Charmian- improved as they neared Eureka. 
Their thoughtful hostess, Hazel Ricks, rode out on horseback to 
greet them. It was a good thing that she did. Word of the 
Londons' arrival spread like wildfire and the whole town turned 
out to see Jack London in the flesh. The July 2 edition of the 
Humboldt Times reported that everybody was asking the same 
question- "Have you seen him?"- and that one lady had a sure-
fire method for finding him: "If you see a big, broad-shouldered 
Civilization at last. 
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fellow, with a cowboy hat and a yellow outing suit, you will know 
it is him." 
Reporters had little trouble finding Jack and his four horses. 
Mrs . Jack asked them to correct the ridiculous notion that they 
were driving "four fiery unbroken broncos ." Mr. London agreed, 
explaining that the team was at least "half broken" and actually 
consisted of "a thoroughbred saddle horse, a mustang, a bronco, 
and a love horse." The press corps put it all down diligently in 
their notebooks, but one of their members expressed some confu-
sion about just what a "love horse" was supposed to be. "Oh," Jack 
is said to have replied, "one of those horses that you love and that 
loves you- one that nuzzles up to you and eats sugar out of your 
hand, and steps on your toes when you get in the way." 
The reporters got another laugh when a photographer asked the 
celebrities to move a little closer together for a shot. "That's right," 
the 5'9" London said, beaming down at his diminutive mate, "let 
me tower over her" - at which point the little lady obliged the 
narcissist with a stiff poke in the ribs. The photo didn't show that, 
of course, and its caption described the playful London as 
"probably the most popular writer of English fiction in the world 
today." Considering that this was the heyday of Kipling and 
Conan Doyle, and of the recently deceased American favorites 
Twain and 0 . Henry, it wasn't a bad compliment at all. Nor was it 
undeserved. By 1911, London had indeed become a world 
favorite, already translated into a variety of languages. At home, 
he had even begun to outstrip dashing Richard ("The Lion") 
Harding Davis, the hugely popular gentleman-journalist-
adventurer whose collected works had been issued that same year 
by Scribner's in a handsome maroon and gold uniform set. Today, 
complete sets of Davis, Kipling, or 0. Henry can be had at any 
used book store for less than the price of a single scarce Jack 
London first edition. Such are the vagaries of literary fame. 
After settling in aboard the Ricks' houseboat on Humboldt Bay, 
London finished writing "The Feathers of the Sun," thus complet-
ing the David Grief series. It was a cause for celebration, but 
Charmian still wasn't up to the social whirl, least of all the kind of 
good times that went on into the wee hours: "Crowd too gay for 
me . I guess I am getting old, no, was always the same. There is a 
limit" (Diary, July 2) . She sent the seemingly unlimited Jack off on 
a boys' night out. When he arrived back at two in the morning, 
slightly the worse for wear, she might have re;:~.lized that even he 
had his limits. The two of them spent the next day commiserating 
with one another and lounging aroung the delightful houseboat 
where Charmian, an accomplished pianist, could at least enjoy the 
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Steinway placed at her disposal. As her fingers swept the keys of 
piano or typewriter, her thoughts drifted to other times and other 
places. 
The Fourth of July at Eureka was the Londons' quietest holiday 
in years . Charmian remembered some of the others- 1910, in an 
Oakland hospital, recuperating after delivering and then losing 
Joy; 1909, in Panama, on the long return from the South Seas; 
1908, at Ugi, in the savage Solomon Islands where headhunters 
and disease nearly claimed the crew of the Snark; 1907, firing off 
pistols for firecrackers at Molokai. Charmian enjoyed this more 
peaceful holiday on a houseboat, and Jack revived sufficiently to 
begin dictating notes and impressions for his four -horse article. 
Both the Londons soon bounced back rapidly enough to enjoy 
"gorging on abalones and mussels, digging clams, and catching 
record-breaking sea-trout and rock-cod in the intervals in which 
we are not sailing, motor-boating, and swimming in the most 
temperately equable climate we have ever experienced" (NFHNB, 
241) . But even here, on the seemingly peaceful waters of the blue 
bay, they would soon have another rendezvous with danger. 
Among the swarms of well-wishers and curious who came down 
to the houseboat was a "Miss Jennings, a young schoolgirl" who 
sought out the author for his "advice" - on what subject we can 
only guess. She may have asked Jack to help her pick out some 
worthwhile books for her summer's reading. He might have 
recommended something of his own from among the twenty-eight 
books he had already published, three of which had appeared that 
same year- When God Laughs (January), Adventure (March), 
and, perhaps best of all, The Cruise of the Snark (June). A fourth, 
South Sea Tales, would follow in October. Perhaps one or more of 
these works, suitably inscribed, found their way into the girl's 
library. It is possible that this Miss Jennings was the same Ethel 
Jennings to whom, several years later, Jack wrote a long and 
generous letter (February 5, 1915) regarding a short story which 
she had sent him for criticism. If so, then the "advice" which the 
girl had sought from the writer on the Ricks houseboat may well 
have been the sort which the budding writer asks of the 
seasoned professional. If London's letter to her is any indication of 
the excellence of his counsel, Miss Jennings couldn't have been too 
disappointed: 
Develop your locality. Get in your local color. Develop your characters. Make 
your characters real to your readers. Get out of yourself and into your readers' 
minds and know what impression your readers are getting from your written 
words . Always remember that your are not writing for yourself but that you are 
writing for your readers (LJL, p. 448). 
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Rested and refreshed, the Londons obliged the Eureka Herald 
by driving out on the 6th to a local park for photographs. Two 
days later, they were interviewed at length in the Herald offices, 
giving that paper a chance to correct an earlier story whose 
headline alleged LONDON'S DRIVING RUDELY CRITICIZED 
and whose text declared that "If Jack can write as fast as he can 
drive, there should be a shower of books soon, but if his writing is 
no straighter than the wagon tracks he left in ijle road, his printers 
may be bothered some." A reporter named Charley Roberts 
corrected this account . "I have had the pleasure of riding behind 
London and his four mustangs," Roberts reported in his story of 
July 10, "and the way we covered the gound on the straight-away 
was straight ahead at a rollicking clutter. London sure is some 
driver ." Jack has his own thoughts about that. "I didn't know a 
thing about this a month ago," he shouted over his shoulder to the 
intrepid newsman. "It's certainly great. Beats an automobile." 
Charmian added an interesting aside: "When we're out on the 
road everybody thinks, or seems to think, we've got the mail, and 
they never fail to give us the road." But there may have been 
another reason for giving the four-horse team the right of way. 
The sight of a team moving "at a pony-express pace" might have 
impressed any approaching travelers with the wisdom of yielding 
the trail. At any rate, the Herald story left little doubt that London 
handled the horses beautifully, if swiftly. "Can London drive? It 
was almost equal to the scenic railway." Charley Roberts had had 
a ride he wouldn't soon forget. 
The Herald did not ignore the two other members of Jack's 
expedition. It found Mrs . Jack "gay, vivacious, and of a happy 
disposition, tempermentally fitted to participate in and enjoy to 
the fullest extent the rambling, nomadic life of Jack London." 
Nakata was less easily summarized, but Charmian did her best for 
the Herald by describing that self-effacing and invaluable servant 
as a combination of "gentleman's valet, lady's maid, cook, parlor 
maid, and general manager." Her own duties were divided 
between "playing with Jack and working for him as his 'right 
hand' in preparing manuscripts ." What about her own manu-
scripts? With her husband's characteristically generous encourage-
ment, Charmian had written up her log of the Snark voyage, but 
balked at her publisher's suggestions to cut it. "They won't take it 
uncut and I won't revise it," said the stubborn authoress. "I would 
rather have it on a shelf, for a diary is no good if it is too brief." 
Charmian was to win her battle four years later when the 
Macmillan Company finally gave in and published The Log of the 
Snark in its chatty entirety. 
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Charmian had been pleased with the relative calm of her 
Eureka holiday, but on July 7 she and Jack were again in the midst 
of a dangerous adventure. They had gone out sailing the bay on 
the America. The boat went aground on the mud on its return and 
nearly missed being sliced in two by a tug. It was an 
uncomfortably close call, and there was another harrowing 
incident one day out on the deeper blue when a big power-launch 
with "knife-edge bow" bore down on them without giving their 
sailboat a chance to pass . To avoid collision, Jack had to spin the 
wheel hard to starboard; the other boat's skipper came awake then 
and with a horrified look swerved hard to his port side, splintering 
part of the Londons' stern rail. Charmian had leaped forward for 
her life, an act which she could later humorously recall- "the first 
law of existence automatically superceding any sentimental desire 
to be cloven in twain even in company with the spouse of my 
bosom"- , but one which, at the time, gave her concern lest Jack 
misinterpret her leap as lack of confidence in his navigational skill. 
She need not have worried . The first law of the sea, which 
sanctioned the departure of women from an endangered vessel 
before that of the captain, happily coincided with the "first law of 
existence." She was assured that she had done precisely the right 
thing. "I had my hands full," Jack told her, "and did not have to 
worry about you. I had to stay at the wheel and do the only thing 
that could be done to save the sloop." In doing so, of course, he 
had saved both their lives. Charmian returned the favor by saving 
Jack's life after a particularly vicious dysentery attack nearly 
carried him off during his Mexican War correspondent's 
assignment in 1914. 
The Londons left Eureka on July 12, and it wasn't long before 
Charmian could again marvel at her husband's physical and 
temperamental vigor: "Mate beautiful, maturing in form and 
condition. Distemper all working out." She, too, was invigorated 
by the "cool and foggy drive," by the sight of "wonderful forests," 
and great mountains. By the middle of July, however, as they 
arranged to cut inland by saddle and auto to the Hoopah Indian 
Reservation, summer temperatures were soaring over the century 
mark, and the heat rash she had contracted turned out to be a 
severe case of poison oak. Game, despite swelling and discomfort, 
she allowed herself to be driven by Mr. and Mrs. Paul Brisard out 
to the Reservation. There, she had a thoroughly good time 
mingling with the tribe, admiring their handiwork, and meeting 
such wonderful characters as "Captain John," a chief old enough 
to remember the days before the white man came. Indian 
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canoemen conveyed the Londons down the Trinity and Klamath 
Rivers to Requa, and by the 19th, Charmian was improving at 
Crescent City's Bay Hotel, where she complained of "many autos 
arriving and departing during night" in what sounds like an early 
version of a roadside institution which would not commonly 
appear in American life for another quarter-century- the motel. 
On the mend, she cheered herself up by digging in the ocean sands 
for the beautifully colored agates which were one of her special 
enthusiasms as a collector. 
Agates were not the only "collector's items" in Crescent City that 
day. Everybody in town wished to see Jack and Charmian. A 
big crowd turned up at the Masonic Hall when it was announced 
that the visiting celebrities would be honored "in an informal 
entertainment consisting of card playing, singing, toasts, etc." 
What Jack may not have known was that the flyer advertising this 
event also stated that the guest of honor would make "remarks and 
impromptu speech." Unwilling to disappoint his hosts, he was 
"roped in" ("Bamboozled," said Charmian) to make his first public 
address in two years. 
For his subject, London chose the harmless topic of "Climate" 
rather than his usual incendiary bombshell about revolutionary 
socialism . He even gave localites something to cheer about, 
according to a report in the Crescent City News (July 20): 
Since arriving in this part of the country, he has noticed that the residents have 
a tendency to apologize for the foggy climate and the dull overcast sky of which 
we have so much. On the contrary, he thinks we should be proud of it and hold it 
up as one of our principal attractions. 
In praise of fog, London deplored strong sunlight as a sap to 
creative vitality, went deeply into his theory of "sun sickness" (a 
malady he had contracted in the South Seas), and give personal 
and "scientific" examples to back up his arguments . Perhaps his 
tongue was only gently in his cheek; he was later to declare himself 
"somewhat of a climate expert" where California was concerned 
and humorously conclude: "I have not yet been in the Antarctic, 
but whatever climate obtains there will not deter me from drawing 
the conclusion that nowhere is there a climate to compare with 
that of this region" (NFHNB, 242). At any rate, his paean to 
Crescent City overcast must have been very pleasing to his 
audience . The News observed that the talk "proved interesting and 
instructive to everyone." Jack was able to savor (and perhaps 
chuckle about) his triumph afterward in a visit to the local ice 
cream parlor. 
As for further local attractions in Crescent City, the Lon dons' 
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hosts could not have failed to point out to them St. George Reef, 
the line of which could be seen some few miles out to sea beyond 
the town. It was there, on July 30, 1865, that the Brother 
Jonathan struck and sank with the loss of two hundred lives. The 
scene of California's worst maritime disaster might well have 
inspired the imagination of the writer whose most memorable sea 
novel, The Sea Wolf, had begun with a dramatic collision and 
sinking in San Francisco Bay, and whose late novel , The Star 
Rover, would contain a harrowing account of a lone sailor's 
survival from another overwhelming marine tragedy. Although it 
had taken place more than a half-century before, the wreck of the 
Brother Jonathan was still a vivid enough memory to have made a 
gripping yarn for Crescent City visitors in 1911 . 
On the 24th, the Londons received the happy news that Cosmo-
politan, for whom Jack had already written six Smoke Bellew 
stories , wanted to continue the popular series. This meant that he 
would be obliged to write six more stories- not a bad prospect at 
$750 each. With that lucrative encouragement, the Londons bid 
goodbye to California at Smith River Corners and crossed into 
Oregon at Colgrove's Mountain Ranch . The following day, Jack 
went out on a bear hunt and returned to explain to Charmian why 
some local hunters were disgusted with his performance: 
. Mate, these good men don't know what to make of me. They offered me what 
the average hunting man would give a year of his life to have- the chance of 
getting a bear. As it happened , we did not see any bear, but coming into a 
clearing, there stood the most gorgeous antlered buck you ever want to see, on a 
little ridge, silhouetted against the sunset. The men whispered to me that now was 
my chance. They were fairly trembling with anxiety for fear I might miss such a 
perfect shot. And I didn't even raise my gun. I just couldn't shoot that great, 
glorious wild thing that had no show against the long arm of my rifle (BJL, II, 
p . 61). 
How different was this attitude, or instinct , from that which 
possessed a later writer-hero of African safari fame to cheerfully 
blast away at any tusked or antlered interloper which had the 
misfortune to find itself between the cross hairs of his precision 
rifle. Unlike Hemingway, London could not enjoy blood sport; on 
the other hand, he didn't have any conservationist's compunction 
about acquiring the trophies of that sport. Along the Oregon trails, 
he made numerous purchases of bearskins, deer horns, and elk 
horns , heavily loading the rig with them and obliging a crowded 
Nakata to preside over the growing "zoo" behind the driver's seat . 
To those who saw the rig pass, weighted as it was with heads, horns, 
and hides, Jack must have looked like the mightiest Nimrod in the 
territory. 
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The rig plied some narrow, precipitous, and "man-killing" roads 
which fortunately improved on the scenic way to Gold Beach and 
the Rogue River. The Londons continued their odyssey into 
Oregon dairy country along roads lined with the fragrance and 
color of blackberries, raspberries , thimbleberries, and gooseberries. 
"We're pretty fortunate people!" Jack exclaimed along the lovely 
drive , and his enthusiasm was returned by the town of Port Orford 
whose Tribune story reported that "No one ever visited Port 
Orford and made a better impression, or left warmer hearts 
behind them, than Jack London and his charming wife ." Here 
they spent the last days of July. Jack's "charming" and efficient 
helpmate busied herself completing the typed manuscript of a long 
short story for mailing. 
London's latest effort was a tale of two brothers. One brother 
was a respectable California land and business baron with guber-
natorial pretensions; the other, a world-roving and hard-living 
rogue who had asked his brother's permission to come home to die. 
The story of the corporate and prodigal brothers was an interesting 
experiment in characterization; it gave the author another 
chance to exalt the romance of adventure over "the dignity of 
dollars. " Jack called his new story "By the Turtles of Tasman." In 
September 1916, that title would grace the last of his books to 
appear in his lifetime. The Turtles of Tasman would be his 
sixteenth short story collection and his forty-third published book. 
In the Tribune's report on the Londons' visit to Port Orford, we 
can catch a glimpse of how the writer's charismatic personality 
worked its magic upon the minds and hearts of his contemporary 
public: 
When it was announced in town that "Jack London had arrived," an electric 
thrill shot through every heart, eyes sparkled with delight, boys shouted through 
the streets, and even the oldest and coldest stand-patter in town joined in the 
demand for a proper recognition of the arrival of Jack London in our old town. 
Not a man in town but had read some of his wonderful books ... . Not a child in 
town, but associated his name with the Snark. 
The evidence indicates that the accessible and person_able writer 
exceeded his own reputation. Like so many of the communities 
along his route of travel, Port Orford found him to be a "wonder-
ful personality . . . a large dynamo of human magnetism . . . 
strong, handsome, fascinating, and original." But he was more 
than merely good box office. His appearance in towns great and 
small appears to have provoked the kind of spontaneous excitement 
and natural affection that existed for few other major figures of the 
Ragtime Era. At the age of only thirty-five, London enjoyed the 
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drawing power and the popular esteem usually accorded the likes 
of a Teddy Roosevelt, a Carnegie, or a Mark Twain. Like them, he 
was more than a celebrity . He had been transmuted by the 
mysterious alchemy of dream and fantasy in which ordinary men 
become extraordinary men. He had become a legend . The spunky 
"mate-woman" and Japanese major domo who rode with him 
behind the four frothy horses seemed part of that strange and 
wonderful romance, as indeed they were . Few were the women 
and men who did not wish to exchange places with them . "To 
know Jack London well," as his friend Louis Agustin said, "is to 
love him" 6 That he was loved by many who knew him only by his 
books, and familiar to many who had never read him at all , was 
proof of his assimilation by the cultural imagination which had 
transformed him from man to myth. 
After necessary wagon repairs, the Londons pressed on, reaching 
the town of Bandon over "a rough and heavy road of dust and 
sand," the kind of road in which, as might be expected, the wheels 
of the overloaded rig had heavy going. This didn't prevent the 
eager Jack from adding still more elk horns to his growing 
menagerie; fortunately, the roads to Coquille were firmer . The four 
horses chased the trail twenty-seven miles along a lovely river valley 
road flanked by the ferns and foxgloves which were a delight to 
Charmian's eye. Her spirits were high and she "felt better than at 
any time on the trip except at the start," but this could not last . 
The roads worsened, and her dormant poison oak flared up once 
again ("Poor kid!" was Jack's condolence). To make matters worse , 
the sixteen rainbow trout which she caught at Rock Creek, earning 
her husband's purest praise, were "cooked to death" by some 
careless chef. Charmian does not name the culprit. It is possible 
that the otherwise blameless Nakata, luring his own rainbows with 
the bread pellet bait that amazed his master, may have been too 
preoccupied to properly attend his cooking duties . 
Outside Roseburg, the Londons crossed the tracks of the 
Southern Pacific and experienced a nostalgic moment of deja vu. 
Down these rails, five years before, they had returned to 
California from a combination honeymoon and lecture tour which 
had seen them cross the country from Maine to the Dakotas . The 
landscape was familiar to them. They had come full circle. The 
next several weeks would be filled with memories of that time for 
Charmian. She was looking forward to glimpsing at least one old 
land-mark in the massive form of Mount Shasta, but there was a new 
marvel in store for her and Jack in Oregon. They would see it 
because of the immense kindness of their Medford hosts , Mr . and 
Mrs. Sullivan, who persuaded them to climb into the Sullivan auto 
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'1ust passing through:' 
and be driven a hundred miles to see the splendors of Crater Lake. 
After the flying dust and dirt of the trail, it was a relief for the 
Londons to enter upon the asphalt streets of Roseburg, where a 
fragrant profusion of wild rose bushes confirmed the wisdom of the 
municipal name. There was a hot time in the old town as Jack and 
Charmian were feted by local socialists, and also a hot time out of 
the old town, where the flames and smoke of a mammoth forest 
fire upon distant wooded mountains was visible for miles to the 
travelers. 
Charmian had gathered all the agates and Indian artifacts she 
could use, but Jack was still perfecting his collection. He invested 
sixty dollars for six more deer heads, presumably to warm up the 
walls of Wolf House. Appropriately, their next stop was Wolf 
Creek. There, they relaxed at the local inn and tried to shake off 
the grime of the roads. "One gets so dirty," Charmian despaired, 
but she soon cleaned up and settled down to resume her typing 
chores, pounding out the finish to her husband's latest tale. It was a 
romantic yarn about an estranged husband and wife meeting 
again in unusual circumstances up on the Klondike, and it came 
complete with a psychological twist that gave it the surprise 
ending popular in magazine fiction of the day. Jack called it 
"The End of the Story." As soon as Charmian mailed it out, they 
were off again, pausing now and then to chat with campers and 
wanderers along the way to their next principal stopover at 
Medford . They reached that city at twilight on the eleventh day of 
August, after a stay at Grant's Pass, where a reporter described the 
author as "fictionist, humanitarian, socialist, globetrotter, rancher, 
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sailor, and collegian" ("university lecturer" is perhaps what he had 
in mind) and gave a vivid word portrait of the celebrity: 
The virile-styled, versatile novelist, whom The Bookman, in a critical essay of 
his writings, recently declared to be second only to William Dean Howells, . . . 
dressed in a brown flannel shirt, broad-beamed Stetson hat, khaki trousers and 
high boots, tanned to a bronze, his kindly blue eyes radiating health and good 
cheer, and his beaming smile an open sesame to friendship, was the center of 
interest here . . . London received a few personal friends, and greeted many 
persons who know him only by the printed page. To every one he was charming, 
ingenuous, kindly, and sincere. (Rogue River Courier, August 11, 1911) 
The Courier killed two birds with one stone by holding an 
"informal levee" for the Lon dons in its office and interviewing Jack 
on his "back to the soil" philosophy. The Medford Mail Tribune 
(August 13) also solicited these views, portraying the protean 
celebrity with its own colorful string of epithets- "socialist, 
novelist, sociologist, master navigator, prospector, war correspond-
ent, and camper." Jack talked freely about what he had seen on 
his trip and what use he might make of it in his book: 
I have gleaned a great deal of information regarding the territory through 
which I have traveled during the past two months and have found countless 
opportunities for those of the city who wish to get out and make their life under 
the open sky. All along the California coast there are opportunities without 
number, while the valley here is indeed beautiful and many wonderful facts have 
been told me in connection with it . And from what I can see with my own eyes, 
there is little occasion to doubt the reports. 
London increased his popularity among Oregonians by visiting 
Crater Lake and pronouncing it the most beautiful natural wonder 
in America. "To compare it with Yosemite or the Grand Canyon is 
like comparing a best seller with a cook book," he declared (Mail 
Tribune, August 16). Although a passionate Californian, Jack was 
not immune to the charms of California's northern neighbor . He 
made his enthusiasm for Oregon clear when asked his opinion of 
the state, saying that it had "the most beautiful scenery, the most 
delightful climate, hospitable people, and beautiful girls," adding 
that he had never seen its like any place in. the world (Eugene 
Register, August 20) . Any place, that is, except one. 
Jack left a sea of smiling faces in the wake of the superlatives 
which he lavished on everything from the climate to the apple 
cheeks of the local belles. Mr. Sullivan, who had driven the 
Londons on the two hundred mile round trip from Medford to 
Crater Lake and back, had a few superlatives of his own when 
asked his impressions of his guests: 
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They are about the nicest people I ever was with. Congenial, full of fun and 
jokes. They are delightful companions . Their stories of experiences in all parts of 
the world are always interesting and are an education in the telling for anybody. I 
would not have missed the trip for anything. Mr. London certainly i~ a busy man . 
He has never an idle moment. He rode by the side of me on the trip and continu-
ally told interesting episodes of his travels, pointed out delightful scenery, talked of 
interesting questions, continually delighting me with his play of mind. 
Medford had heard of London's Crescent City speech and 
naturally wanted him to repeat his triumph for its sake . Jack was 
quick to tell the town that he had no taste for public speaking, and · 
less talent. "A lead horse is not a wheel horse," he declared, "nor a 
wheel horse a lead horse. Neither is a speaker a writer, nor a 
writer a speaker" (Medford Sun, August 13). He must have gotten 
his horses or metaphors mixed, however, for he soon relented. On 
the evening of August 17, he gave a forty -five minute talk at the 
Medford Theatre on the subject of "Why I Became A Socialist," 
scrupulously prefacing his remarks by saying that if he was a 
tolerable writer, he was an intolerable speaker . The critic for the 
Sun didn't find him intolerable in the least, noting that he spoke 
"in very conversational fashion, occasionally plunging into a 
sudden intensity of expression when he narrated his misfortunes 
and the incidents which to his mind demonstrated the injustice of 
the present social order." 
Some of the less tolerant members of that order were observed to 
"sneak" out of the audience before the reception rather than have 
to stand up to the ordeal of congratulating London for flogging the 
Establishment of which they were a part. Nobody missed them, 
but Jack sensed that even his loyal audience had had enough. With 
the explanatory remark that he often rambled in his talks, going 
nowhere in particular and stopping when the impulse moved him, 
the impulsive lecturer stopped rather unceremoniously, smiled at 
the applause, and dashed into the wing for a cigarette. He then 
reappeared in the auditorium to meet greater Medford, shaking 
hands with all comers. 
The program announced for this memorable evening was an 
extensive one, and reads like a souvenir from a vanished and more 
innocent era of American life: 
PROGRAM 
Address of Welcome .. .. ................. . . .. . . ... . .. John Dequer 
Violin selection . . ........... .. .... . . . .. . . ........ Prof. C. E . Root 
Recitation . .. . . .. . ............... ... . .. ... . .. .. . Miss Nellie Sweet 
Violin selection . .... ...... . .. .. ..... . .... . . Prof. C. E . Root 
Extemporaneous remarks by several Medford lights 
Solo .... .. .. ........ . . . . . . .. . ..... .. ... . ...... . Mrs. Ed Andrews 
Reminiscences .. . . ....... . ........ . .. . ..... . . .. ..... Jack London 
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Reporters at the scene of this social, musical, and literary 
extravaganza did not presume to judge whether London's 
"reminiscences" outpointed the "recitation" of Miss Nellie . Nor do 
we know whether the good "professor" was persuaded to fill in on 
the fiddle for a reel or two whilst the lecturer lit up some nicotine 
courage behind curtain before invading the audience for 
handshakes, child patting, autographs, and small talk. Jack had 
given the capitalists a run for their money, and Medford an 
evening it would not soon forget. 
Although London had enjoyed a generally good press for his 
four -horse trip, it was about this time that he began to experience 
some difficulties . Most sensational of all were numerous accounts 
in Western newspapers (beginning in the San Francisco Examiner) 
and the national press of how London had been knocked down in 
Eureka by one William H. Murphy, Jr., son of a millionaire 
lumber tycoon . Although the story was six weeks stale and of 
doubtful veracity, it made great copy- the two-fisted writer 
reputedly being decked by the "rude son of a capitalist." No 
wonder newspapers from coast to coast pounced on it. One version 
set the fight in a cafe, another in a saloon, and still another in the 
house of Eureka's former mayor. One report said that friends had 
intervened before any damage was done, but most papers 
preferred to embrace the version which had Jack throwing and 
missing the first punch before being greeted with a counterpunch 
that left him "down for the count" with a gorgeous shiner. Adding 
fuel to this smoldering story, some accounts had Charmian packing 
up and leaving her husband to stew in seclusion from his defeat, 
beefsteak over one swelling eye, swearing a thousand varieties of 
vengeance on the head of young Murphy. 
None of it had happened. The "brawl" between London and 
Murphy had its root, as Charmian later recalled, in "a friendly 
rough-and-tumble wrestling bout between himself and a son-in-
law of our good host which slightly marked the outstanding facial 
features of both," 7 but these uneventful facts did not suit the 
requirement of certain papers for a sizzling feature about the red-
blooded wonder boy of American literature . "Jack London is 
licked again," the San Francisco News Letter (August 19) chortled, 
"and, as usual, in a saloon . With his trusty typewriter he can whip 
anything that walks on two legs; with his fists he couldn't punch a 
transfer." Of his purported black eye, the Toledo Blade (August 
22) commented wittily that "If he was looking for local color, he 
has no reason to complain." Finally, on September 4, after some 
investigation of its own, the Eureka Herald concluded that the 
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infamous fist fight was "imaginary" and declared the story a 
"fake." 
There were other canards in the newspapers that summer. On 
July 16, the Oakland Tribune reported that London had won a big 
bet up at Lake Crescent, Washington, by bringing in an elusive 
nine pound trout . He did it, the story alleged, by using his 
diamond stud as bait. There were several things wrong with this 
tale, too. London did not wear jewelry; he and Charmian had not 
yet left California and did not enter Washington state; finally, all 
unconventional baiting of trout was in the hands of that 
unorthodox expert, Nakata. The affair of the trout and the 
diamond was a whopper. Even though it had as much truth as any 
fisherman's tale, it received widespread publicity. But at least Jack 
could try to laugh it off. Writing to Mr. Ricks, for example, he 
could pretend amusement : 
I read in today's paper that your son-in-law has given me a black eye, and that 
my wife has deserted mel In yesterday's paper I read that I had been fishing in a 
Washington lake for Beardslee trout with a diamond stud attached to my troll for 
lure. One reads very many things. (LJL, p . 351). 
Jack kept in touch with the Eureka Herald by forwarding all the 
clippings he received on the Murphy incident . "As you can gather 
from the enclosed press clippings," the paper reported (September 
4) him writing, "Murphy little knows how famous he has become 
overnight because of his association with me in Eureka ." In the 
popular (and unpopular) press, he was simply fair game, the 
hostage of any rumor, the victim of any hoax. As one conspicu-
ously in the private eye, he was almost always being "unsaddled" 
by exponents of journalistic horseplay. "And what's a poor fellow 
to do?" he asked Charmian. "There is no redress. If you come back 
at them, they make you ridiculous, and besides, one can't use up 
valuable time contradicting such rot." 8 Occasionally, however, he 
was tempted to violate his own rule, especially if the news item 
was flagrantly ridiculous . Such was the case earlier that year 
when, in his capacity as an author of several well -known canine 
classics, he was reported to have attended a birthday party for a 
pedigree pooch by the name of Fluffy Ruffles. Headlines from 
Maine to California read: LONDON BREAKS BREAD WITH 
SOCIETY DOG . To someone credulous enough to believe the 
story and berate him for his lack of maturity in dining with 
Mademoiselle Ruffles, Jack replied, "And some persons never give 
up. They retain their childish belief in the newspapers" (LJL, 
p. 339). Small wonder, then , that when the writer expressed his 
opinion of American journalism to Upton Sinclair, it became "a 
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picturesque and vivid experience, a sort of verbal aurora 
borealis ." 9 
Following some spirited fishing for salmon and steelhead on the 
Rogue River, the Londons left for Ashland on August 19 . After an 
evening's stay in that beautiful town (which Charmian compared 
to a Swiss village), they drove nearly thirty miles and crossed over 
into California. Since there was no hotel at Edgewood, Charmian 
decided to take an overnight on the train and enjoy the relative 
comfort of a passage down to Weed , recapturing some of her 
honeymoon memories along the way. She then rejoined Jack and 
the sluggish team for the "hard drive" to Dunsmuir. "I think of 
five years ago and Selma Lagerlof," she noted (Dairy, August 22) . 
Besides the sentimental memory of the Swedish novelist she was 
reading at that time, Charmian may have remembered the writer 
for a more recent and professional reason . Two years before, in 
1909, Selma Lagerlof had become the first woman to win the 
Nobel Prize for literature . 
From the sublime Swede to the epic American, Charmian mailed 
off the first of her husband's new Smoke Bellew stories from 
Dunsmuir on the 23rd. This was "The Little Man," the adventure of 
two Alaskan explorers stranded on a glacier. In it, Jack had set 
himself the pretty problem of how to rescue his hero after the noble 
"Smoke" cuts his rope and falls, presumably to his death, in order to 
save the life of his friend. It was suspensful enough to make 
Charmian put aside her Lagerlof, but it couldn't hold a candle to 
the adventure she had on the way to Kennett , when Jack gave her 
the reins and told her to take over . "Such an experience tooling four 
horses down the mountain," she noted (Diary, August 25). It was 
fortunate that though she knew her way around horses, the four 
horses also knew the way down the mountain . She was good enough 
to take the reins several more times on the return through California 
to Sonoma. 
Redding was next on the Londons' itinerary . On the 25th, the 
town newspaper announced that everyone looked forward with 
anticipation to their appearance. Readers were reassured that Jack 
and Charmian would not be a disappointment: "At the towns at 
which they stop they are good mixers and join in most any gayety 
that may be proposed" (Redding Searchlight, August 25). This was 
countered, however, by the news that the Lon dons were trying to 
travel incognito, "making an effort to keep their identity secret, 
largely to escape newspaper notoriety." They escaped notoriety, but 
not the newspaper. Searchlight reporters knew whom to expect 
when they heard a four-horse team approaching "like the arrival of 
a summertime Kris Kringle, bells jangling from the heads of the 
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leaders of their double teams" (Redding Searchlight, August 27) . 
There could be little doubt who the "tanned and dusty ... robust 
and happy" trio behind the four horses might be. All the press had 
to do was follow the excited flock of townspeople who gathered 
around them as they drew up in front of the Lorenz Hotel and 
prepared to dismount, or rather, disembark. Jack had not gone 
incognito in false beard, nor was Charmian hiding behind a veil; 
both were once again "the cynosure of many eyes." The writer 
responded to inquiries by talking shop talk about "books" and 
proudly displaying "the riding muscles he has developed in holding 
four good horses with strong heads." Charmian refrained from 
exhibiting her muscles. Nakata, who had no muscles to speak of, 
vanished into the hotel with the bags. 
It was at Redding that London met professional driver Charles 
Percival. Percival had been motoring an Abbott "Bulldog" across 
the country, and was now on his way up north to Alaska, a 
territory with which Jack was said to have some passing 
acquaintance . This chance meeting of mechanized vehicle and 
horsedrawn buckboard was one of those moments in which old 
and new American conjoined. Jack himself may not have wholly 
realized it, but the age of the horse, of uncluttered landscapes, and 
of the open road itself was swiftly drawing to a close . A new and 
less spacious era of American life was about to begin . That was the 
motivating concern of another 1911 coastal traveler, one whom 
London would not have the opportunity to meet, though he would 
almost certainly read about his journey two years later in a classic 
Western travel book called California Coast Trails. This was the 
horse backed English expatriate, J. Smeaton Chase, a skillful rider 
and graceful writer, who went up the entire coast from Mexico as 
far as the Oregon border to see what he could while he still could, 
before the inevitable development of California should obliterate 
"much of what is distinctively Western in life and manners . .. the 
facts and beauties in nature and the humane and historic elements 
in life." 10 One of Chase's suggestions for travel-minded natives 
would have been warmly commended by the author of The Valley 
of the Moon as a means of increasing awareness of and promoting 
interest in the great state of California: 
There is only one region of the United States, and indeed there can be but few 
parts of the world, where one may travel with enjoyment for half a year 
continuously, secure from climatic vagaries , and carrying on the animal one rides 
everything needful for comfort by day and night. There might well be organized a 
Society of California Rovers, whose annual programme it would be to take to the 
road, trail, or shore at, say, the first appearance of apple blossom, and allow no 
roof, unless one of canvas, to interpose between them and these kindly skies until 
the last Late Pippin has fallen from the tree (pp. x-xi). 
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The controversial month of August ended in Orland with 
another "scandal" raging in the newspapers, this time over a 
harmless glass of beer which London had allegedly consumed to 
the consternation and panic of local Prohibitionists. Possibly Jack 
was entitled to that beer after the long, hot, and dusty drive down 
from Red Bluff. At any rate, having pulled the blue nose of the 
anti-saloon league, he was sensation again. Typical was the 
humorous observation of the San Francisco Post (September 2): 
Jack London has broken into print again by the simple expedient of drinking a 
glass of beer. When the weather gets a little warmer, a great many people will try 
to break into print in the same manner. 
But not all editors had a sense of humor. The Stockton Mail 
(August 31) seized the opportunity to deliver a shotgun salvo and 
pearl-handled coup de grace, reminiscent of Ambrose Bierce at his 
bitterest best: 
We have long held this cheap braggart and cheaper writer in contempt. Still we 
supposed that since the lack of notoriety had brought him, during some years past, 
into the unaccustomed society of decent men and women, he had possibly 
acquired manners a little better than those of the tramp and bar-room loafer. It 
seems we have been giving him undeserved credit. 
The remark of one of London's temperance foes was more 
succinct, if equally unkind. "Well," said that sober gentleman, 
washing his hands of the writer and the fatal glass of beer, "I never 
did lil<e his stories, anyhow'~ (San Francisco Call, August 31) . 
On their way to Willows, Charmian noticed how the valley in 
which they drove was "just baking in heat." Soon the bake turned 
to roast, and the four-horse master needed relief. He got it. When 
she wasn't typing up another of his Smoke Bellew manuscripts or 
sponging him off in the bathless hotels at which they stopped, 
Charmian was "spelling" Jack at handling the team and enjoying 
it. Her driving time began to increase . On the road from Willows 
to Maxwell, for example, she drove almost the whole way . At the 
end of the day, she still had enough energy left to trounce her 
spouse in the card games which were their evening's invariable 
entertainment. Despite her bouts of poor health and low spirits on 
the trip, she rallied to keep Jack going. In so doing, she often 
impressed others much as she had Louis Agustin, who knew her 
well: 
Mrs. Jack is a sweet little woman whose charm and bigness of heart have won 
her a host of good friends. She is the most vivacious woman I have ever met ... 
when confronted by hard work that demands fortitude and pluck, she is more a 
man than woman. 
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When wonders collide: Jack London meets Crater Lake. 
She was also, as Jack appreciated, a man's woman. As they 
came nearer and nearer to home, he became more and more open 
in his displays of affection for the little lady who had shared the 
big adventure of the coastal and inland trails with him. He showed 
his appreciation by presenting her with a new quilt, a new mare 
named Cricket, and by promising her a new sewing machine . Both 
were now in high spirits and excellent health . By the third of 
September, they were relaxing in the cooler climate and more 
civilized hotel at Middletown, where they celebrated by having 
"six exciting games of cards in our nightgowns." Down at Calis-
toga, they put up in the same hotel and identical room they had 
had five years before on the honeymoon trip . The hotel barber 
remembered Jack, and no doubt asked him what he had been 
doing with himself since his last visit back in '06. If Jack told him 
everything, it must have been one of the longest haircuts in local 
history. 
London gave his last interviews at Willows . In many ways, the 
stories and personal profiles reported are typical of those which 
appear throughout the four -horse trip, a mixture of straight jour-
nalism, playful satire, and unmitigated nonsense. The Morning 
Progress, which billed itself as "The Paper That Stands For A 
Clean Town," offered a silly story about Jack's taste in pajamas, 
gave an antiheroic account of the writer settling his hotel and livery 
bills, and announced that he would compose an exclusive serial 
story for the Progress about the exciting adventures of "a beautiful 
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little girl who fell in an irrigation ditch" (September 1). Perhaps the 
sluice was the best place for this "wholesome" paper . 
The Daily Journal (August 30) treated the writer more respect-
fully, especially for his views on the future of the greater 
Sacramento Valley: 
Delightful valley! It is one of the finest on earth . There is none better in 
California . Why, in five years or ten years you will not know your own acres. A 
wonderful change will come. There will be thousands of little farms on these grain 
fields. With all the water you have here, there is no stopping the Sacramento 
Valley from becoming one of the greatest small farm sections of the world. 
Tracing a pattern from urban exhaustion to rural redevelop-
ment , London went on to predict a wonderful future for 
agricultural California, a future in which small farms would pros-
per and small farm towns would grow into model cities . What he 
could not foresee was the extension of the city, or rather of 
suburbia, into pri.tne farmland, a phenomenon which, in contem-
porary California, has virtually destroyed the character and 
quality of agricultural valleys from the San Fernando to the Santa 
Clara. 
Finally, on the subject of his writing, London was quick to point 
out that it was a business whose hard work he disliked, but one 
whose intricacies and mechanics he had trained himself to master. 
One Journal man carefully examined the contents of Jack's 
portable writing kit ("19 pencils, 15 4x6 blank paper pads, 100 
sheets of ruled paper, two fountain pens, one old penknife, 
wooden box 8x12x2 to carry it all in") and told his readers that the 
materials for writing a Jack London story could be purchased at 
any stationery shop. All that he left out, perhaps, was the magic of 
the storyteller. London spared no pains to tell the reporter just 
how he went about his' work. He had none of the romantic illusions 
of the novice writer. 
I write slowly and do not read it over. I rarely see the typewritten copies which 
my wife makes of my manuscript . When the proofs come back from the publishers 
I seldom look at them. I do not let the copy go until it satisfies me . I have no 
unfinished stories. Invariably I complete every one I start. If it's good I sign it and 
send it out. If it isn't, I sign it and send it out. (Daily Journal, August 31, 1911). 
September 5 was homecoming day for the Londons. Sensing the 
ranch was near, the horses kicked up and raced over the Santa 
Rosa road towards Glen Ellen. They had left when the Sonoma 
hills were turning a warm green and newly minted poppies 
carpeted the windy moors that flanked the coastal roads . Now the 
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hills were autumn gold, the booming coastal winds mellowed to 
the subsiding murmur of a retreating wave, and the days crisply 
clear with the ripeness of Indian Summer. It was the best time to 
come back to the Valley of the Moon . 
After lunch at Wake Robin, the Londons went up to see their 
new house and look over the ranch they had last seen in the 
spring. Eliza had done a commendable job in their absence. 
"Everything surpasses expectation," Charmian observed, and while 
she busied herself with household details of carpenters and 
shelves, Jack settled down to business at the old stand with "an 
orgy of book-arranging." 
The summer was over, but the four-in -hand team was not 
dismissed to pasture. Gert, Prince, Milda, and Maid were soon 
wanted for a new purpose as their master began conveying wagon 
loads of guests about the ranch, pointing out this and that wonder 
"to a packed wagonful of rapt, if sometimes apprehensive, men 
and women and children, enlarging to them upon the character 
and idiosyncracies of each horse" (BJL, II, p . 225). 
The sight of those crowded tour wagons, of the jingling, jangling 
four horses, and of the sturdy genial driver in his soft white 'shirt 
and Baden-Powell stetson could mean only one thing. 
The word went out all over the valley and the state. It crossed 
the continent and leaped the seas. It was news which was greeted 
with pleasure by some, with relief by others, and with astonish-
ment by a few . And the horses knew it before anyone. 
Jack London had come horne. 
FOOTNOTES 
The figure as given in her biography, The Book of Jack London (New York: 
Century, 1921), II , p. 212. The total mileage in her 1911 diary is somewhat 
less, but may have been a hastier reckoning. The later computation is probably 
the more accurate one. 
2 "Navigating Four Horses North of the Bay," Sunset, 27 (September 1911), 
233-246, Hereafter incorporated in text as NFHNB. Quotes from the biography 
are incorporated as BJL; those from London's letters are designated LJL and 
derived from Letters from Jack London (New York: Odyssey Press, 1965). For 
permission to quote from these sources and from Charmian's diary of the four-
horse trip, I am obliged and indebted to Mr . Milo Shepard, Executor of the 
Jack London Estate, and to the Henry E. Huntington Library, San Marino, 
California, in whose Jack London Collection are preserved many of the press 
reports quoted herein. My chief source for these reports was Jack London 
Scrapbook Number 10. 
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And Nakata said "Smile!" 
3 A permanent copy of this film, produced by Pathe News, is on exhibit at the 
Jack London Room of the Oakland Public Library. 
4 Or hardly ever . On December 24, 1911, the Londons left for New York City 
aboard the Western Pacific Limited . 
5 For a discussion of London's Indian heroines, see Susan Ward's "Jack London's 
Women: Civilization vs . the Frontier," Jack London Newsletter, 9 (May-
August, 1976), 83-84 . 
6 Agustin's story, "Jack London: Intimate Glimpses at the Everyday Life of the 
Novelist," appeared in the Detroit News Tribune for June 4, 1911. 
7 Jack London (London: Mills and Boon, 1921), II, p . 226. 
8 Ibid. The mystery is why neither this information nor that cited in previous 
note were included in the American edition of the biography, published the 
same year as The Book of Jack London to distinguish it from the English Jack 
London. 
9 See "The Press and Jack London," in Sinclair's The Brass Check: A Study of 
American Journalism (P.asadena: Sinclair, 1920), pp. 341-343. 
10 J. Smeaton Chase, California Coast Trails (Boston: Houghton, Miffln, 1913), 
p. ix . 
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Letter From Jack London 
Houghton, Mifflin & Co., 
Gentlemen:-
Jack London, 
962 East 16th St., 
Oakland, Calif., 
Jan. 31 , 1900. 
In reply to yours of January 25th. requesting additional biogra-
phical data. I see I shall have to piece out my previous narrative, 
which, in turn, will make this choppy. 
My father was Pennsylvania-born, a soldier, scout, backwoods-
man, trapper, and wanderer. My mother was born in Ohio . Both 
came west independently, meeting and marrying in San Francisco, 
where I was born January 12, 1876. What little city life I then 
passed was in my babyhood. My life, from my fourth to my ninth 
years, was spent upon Californian ranches. I learned to read and 
write about my fifth year, though I do not remember anything 
about it. I always could read and write, and have no recollection 
antedating such a condition . Folks say I simply insisted upon being 
taught. Was an omniverous reader, principally because reading 
matter was scarce and I had to be grateful for whatever fell into 
my hands. Remember reading some of Trowbridge's works for 
boys at six years of age. At seven I was reading Paul du Chaillu's 
Travels, Captain Cook's Voyages, and Life of Garfield. And all 
through this Period I devoured what Seaside Library novels I 
could borrow from the womenfolk and dime novels from the farm 
hands. At eight I was deep in Ouida and Washington Irving. Also 
during this period read a great deal of American history. Also, life 
on a Californian ranch is not very nourishing to the imagination. 
Somewhere around my ninth year we removed to Oakland, 
which, to-day, I believe, is a town of about eighty thousand, and is 
removed by thirty minutes from the heart of San Francisco. Here, 
most precious to me was a free library. Since that time Oakland 
has been my home seat. Here my father died, and here I yet live 
with my mother. I have not married- the world is too large and 
its call too insistent. 
However, from my ninth year, with the exception of the hours 
spent at school (and I earned them by hard labor) , my life has 
been one of toil. It is worthless to give the long sordid list of 
occupations, none of them trades, all heavy manual labor. Of 
course I continued to read. Was never without a book. My 
education was popular, graduating from the grammar school at 
about fourteen. Took a taste for the water. At fifteen left home 
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and went upon a Bay life . San Francisco Bay is no mill pond by 
the way. I was a salmon fisher, an oyster pirate, a schooner sailor, 
a fish patrolman, a longshoresman, and a general sort of bay-faring 
adventurer- a boy in years and a man amongst men. Always a 
book, and always reading when the rest were asleep; when they 
were awake I was one with them, for I was always a good 
comrade. 
Within a week of my seventeenth birthday I shipped before the 
mast as sailor on a three top-mast sealing schooner. We went to 
Japan and hunted along the coast north to the Russian side of 
Bering Sea. This was my longest voyage; I could not again endure 
one of such length; not because it was tedious or long, but because 
life was so short. However, I have made short voyages, too brief to 
mention, and to-day am at home in any forecastle or stokehole-
good comradeship, you know. I believe this comprises my travels; 
for I spoke at length in previous letter concerning my tramping 
and Klondiking. Have been all over Canada, Northwest Ty . 
Alaska, etc. etc., at different times, besides mining, prospecting 
and wandering through the Sierra Nevadas. 
I have outlined my education. In the main I am self-educated; 
have had no mentor but myself. High school or college curriculums 
I simply selected from, finding it impossible to follow the rut- life 
and pocket book were both too short. I attended the first first year of 
high school (Oakland), then stayed at home, without coaching, and 
crammed the next two years into three months and took the 
entrance examinations, and entered the University of California at 
Berkeley. Was forced, much against my inclinations, to give this 
over just prior to the completion of my Freshman Year. 
My father died while I was in the Klondike, and I returned 
home to take up the reins. 
As. to literary work: My first magazine article (I had done no 
newspaper work), was published in January, 1899; it is now the 
sixth story in the "Son of the Wolf". Since then I have done work 
for the Overland Monthly, the Atlantic, the Wave, the Arena, the 
Youth's Companion, the Review of Reviews, etc. etc., besides a 
host of lesser publications, and to say nothing of newspaper and 
syndicate work. Hackwork all, or nearly so, from a comic joke or 
triolet to pseudo-scientific disquisitions upon things about which I 
knew nothing. Hackwork for dollars, that's all, setting aside 
practically all ambitious efforts to some future period of less 
financial stringency. Thus, my literary life is just thirteen months 
old to-day. 
Naturally, my reading early bred in me a desire to write, but my 
manner of life prevented me attempting it. I have had no literary 
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help or advice of any kind- just been sort of hammering around in 
the dark till I knocked holes through here and there and caught 
glimpses of daylight. Common knowledge of magazine methids, 
etc., came to me as a revelation. Not a soul to say here you are and 
there you mistake . 
Of course, during my revolutionaire period I perpetrated my 
opinions upon the public through the medium of the local papers, 
gratis. But that was years ago when I went to high school and was 
more notorious than esteemed. Once, by the way, returned from 
my sealing voyage, I won a prize essay of twenty-five dollars from 
a San Francisco paper over the heads of Stanford and California 
Universities, both of which were represented by second and third 
place through their undergraduates. This gave me hope for 
achieving something ultimately. 
After my tramping trip I started to high school in 1895. I 
entered the University of California in 1896. Thus, had I continued, 
I would be just now preparing to take my sheepskin. 
As to studies: I am always studying. The aim of the univer-
sity is simply to prepare one for a whole future life of study. I have 
been denied this advantage, but am knocking along somehow. 
Never a night (whether I have gone out or not) but the last several 
hours are spent in bed with my books. All things interest me- the 
world is so very good. Principal studies are, scientific, sociological, 
and ethical- these, of course, including biology, economics, 
psychology, physiology, history, etc. etc. without end . And I 
strive, also, to not neglect literature . 
Am healthy, love exercise, and take little. Shall pay the penalty 
some day. 
There, I can't think of anything else. I know what data I have 
furnished is wretched, but autobiography is not entertaining to a 
narrator who is sick of it . Should you require further information, 
just specify, and I shall be pleased to supply it. Also, I shall be 
grateful for the privilege of looking over the biographical note 
before it is printed . 
Ve.y tmly you":rcA ~L 
In 1938, Houghton-Mifflin Company published a now scarce special edition of 
the first edition of Irving Stone's Sailor on Horseback: The Biography of Jack 
London. 
Included with this gift edition was a facsimile of an autobiographical letter 
written to Houghton-Mifflin Company by jack London in connection with the 
publication of his first book, The Son of the Wolf. 
With permission of the estate, we reprint this letter. 
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Lute was off her horse, she knew not how, and to the edge. 
Jack London's "Planchette'': 
The Road Not Taken* 
EARLE LABOR 
"Planchette" is, perhaps justifiably, one of Jack London's least 
appreciated stories. 1 From an artistic standpoint it is surely one of 
his most puzzling, least satisfying works. Dale Walker rightly 
denigrates it as "a long, woodenly melodramatic tale," 2 and James 
McClintock mentions it as "evidence of London's early, but 
undigested, interest in psychology," adding, somewhat ambigu-
ously, that it "is like some other London pot-boilers because it is an 
inconclusive attempt to solve some of his own personal problems or 
to justify his questionable actions." 3 Maxwell Geismar dismisses it 
as "another egocentric self-portrait," conceding that, while 
"technically poor," it is "interesting as personal history which was 
probably based on the break-up of his first marriage." 4 McClintock 
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is correct in inferring that the story deals with Jack's "own personal 
problems"; but, rather than an attempt "to justify his questionable 
actions," it is a conjectural fantasy of an action contemplated but, 
fortunately, never consummated. Geismar has the right idea but 
the wrong woman: the story is based, not on the break-up of Jack's 
marriage to Bessie Maddern London, but on the near breaking of 
his betrothal to Charmian Kittredge. 
While it is true that "Planchette" manifests the kind of artistic 
bad taste so often characteristic of insufficiently transformed 
fiction, 5 it is also true that such stories, studied tactfully in the light 
of authentic biographical data, may contribute to our understand-
ing of the artist himself. I should therefore like to suggest that, not-
withstanding its aesthetic deficiencies, this is a crucially significant 
story; for it dramatizes one of the most agonizing decisions of 
London's career: his moment of commitment to the pastoral dream 
and to the woman who represented to him the highest values of 
this dream. 
Written in early June, 1905, at the same time Jack began pur-
chasing the land on which to build his Beauty Ranch, "Planchette" 
was the second of his stories inspired by the Valley of the Moon-
and the first in which he used specific place names from the 
Valley. 6 It is a weird tale revolving around the abortive love affair 
of Chris Dunbar and Lute Story. The setting, "a summer camp of 
city-tired people" near the sleepy little town of Glen Ellen, is 
virtually identical to Wake Robin Lodge, which Jack had taken as 
his new living quarters in the spring of 1905. The camp is operated 
by Lute's Aunt Mildred and Uncle Robert Story, who have raised 
Lute from early childhood because of the deaths of her parents 
(cf. Charmian's Aunt Netta and Uncle Roscoe Eames). Like the 
author, Chris is a vigorous, handsome young man with a magnetic 
personality. "Who can help liking you?" declares Lute. "You seem 
to draw affection from all living things, as the trees draw moisture 
from the ground. It comes to you as it were your birthright . 
. . . Every animal loves you . All people like you. They can't help 
it . You can't help it. You are universally lovable, and the best of it 
is that you don't know it . . . that very incapacity to realize it is 
one of the reasons why you are so loved." Lute, who had, before 
meeting Chris four years earlier, planned a career in music and 
who is among the first women to ride horseback in an Australian 
saddle, rather than the conventional lady's side-saddle, is clearly 
fashioned after Charmian. (Indeed, "Lute" was one of Jack's own 
pet names for his Mate-Woman .) 
The crux of the story is the mystery of Chris's refusal to marry 
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Lute, whom he dearly loves. "I cannot marry you. I cannot marry 
any woman .... I can never marry you," he insists . Is he already 
married? No . "I have never been married. (In this he differs from 
Jack, who was legally separated from his first wife in 1904.} I want 
to marry only you, and I cannot!" Even more exasperating, he 
refuses to give her the reason. "If I [told you} I should never be 
able to forgive myself. No, I cannot tell you. Don't try to compel 
me, Lute. You would be as sorry as I." Lute decides not to press 
her question but to accept their unsatisfactory relationship on his 
terms . 
Then begins a series of unaccountable mishaps with their horses . 
Lute proposes they trade mounts to prove that her sixteen-year-old 
Dolly can still outrun any h()rse in the country. Immediately after 
the race, which Dolly wins, the mare has an insane fit, bucking 
violently to dislodge Chris from the saddle and, failing that, 
running into the woods trying to knock him out of the saddle. He 
hangs on and survives with a few cuts and bruises. Nobody can 
explain the mare's uncharacteristic behavior. On the next day, 
while riding his "vaunted Washoe Ban" (the name of London's 
own horse), Chris is caught in a similar predicament; but this time 
the results are more serious. The horse suddenly rears up and flings 
himself and rider backward and down a twelve-foot bank into a 
gulley. Though Chris manages to jump clear, the horse lands on 
his back, breaking his spine, and must be destroyed. As before, the 
incident is inexplicable. Both horses seem to have been 
demon -driven . 
That evening, at a game of Planchette administered by a creepy 
little woman named Mrs. Grantly (cf. Jack's spiritualist mother, 
F1ora Wellman London), Chris involuntarily writes the following 
message: 
BEWARE! BEWARE! BEWARE! Chris Dunbar, I intend to destroy you. I have 
already made two attempts upon your life, and failed. I shall yet succeed. So sure 
am I that I shall succeed that I dare to tell you. I do not need to tell you why. In 
your own heart you know. The wrong you are doing .... 
The handwriting is that of Captain Richard Curtis, Lute's long-
dead father. Although the warning is repeated when Planchette is 
taken up by the couple again the next afternoon, Chris, the 
scientific twentieth-century man, disregards the omen: "This is 
simply unexplained phenomena" - he rationalizes- "But that is no 
reason that we should immediately account for it by labelling it 
spiritism." A few days later, as he and Lute are riding over the 
Nun's Canyon road toward Napa, Chris's new horse-a 
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sure-footed cow pony- suddenly flings himself and his rider over a 
cliff in a suicidal plunge. Lute, transfixed by the apparition of "the 
spectral arm of her father clutching the reins and dragging the 
animal over," finally breaks the silence after the tragic fall of her 
lover : 
"Chris!" she called once, and twice; but she called hopelessly. 
Out of the depths, on the windless air , arose only the murmur of bees and of 
running water. 
"Chris!" she called yet a third time, and sank slowly down in the dust of the 
road. 
She felt the touch of Dolly's muzzle on her arm, and she leaned her head against 
the mare's neck and waited. She knew not why she waited, nor for what, only 
there seemed nothing else but waiting left for her to do . 
London was a master of fictional closure, and this is one of his 
best endings. The contrast between natural tranquility and human 
tragedy, the uncomprehending but instinctive sympathy of animal 
for her mistress's sorrow, the empty, hopeless prospect of a lifetime 
of waiting, for nothing: all these elements coalesce to give con-
siderable impact to the artist's conclusion . 
But even with these virtues the story is, in the final analysis, an 
artistic failure. The mystery of Chris's perverse reticence, inade-
quately motivated, appears to be little more than a cheap 
contrivance- the worst kind of trick played by author on reader. 
What earthly reason could have kept the attractive hero from 
marrying the woman of his heart's desire? Was he haunted by 
some unnamable social disease- like the protagonist of Ibsen's 
Ghosts? Did he hide some unspeakable incestual family secret- as 
in Melville's Pierre? Or was he simply a monstrous egotistical 
cad- like John Marcher in Jame's The Beast in the Jungle? Because 
we are given no substantial clues within the story itself, we are 
forced to look elsewhere for our answer. 
Charmian gives an important if cryptic hint when she tells us 
that "the material for this [story] was founded upon an incident 
that had once come under my observation ... . " 7 Although she 
does not explain, our collation of the last section of "Planchette" 
with her diary and with another passage from her biography 
provides what may be a major key to the mystery . The following 
diary entries are particularly significant: 
Wed. Mar. 8 - Mate arrived [at Wake Robin] horseback from Napa- tired -
lame. Rested afternoon, walked up road in evening. 
Thur. Mar . 9 - Got Belle from Glen Ellen- Mate & I rode her to Clark's-took 
his pictures- Got Selim, rode a little [in the] evening. 
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Fri. Mar . 10 - Dull weather. Bad ear. Mate read all afternoon - Conrad's "The 
End of the Tether. " Mate's awful blues- & mine. 
Sat. Mar. 11 -Mate returned [to] Napa- 1 rode with him over Nun's Canon into 
Napa Co . Raining. Mate decided to come here April lst . 8 
The simplicity of Charmian's brief diary entry is deceptive: 
"Mate decided to come here April 1st." In truth it was a decision of 
extraordinary significance, for nothing less than a radical transfor-
mation had taken place in London's attitude. The fact is, Jack had 
never really liked the country- nor the wilderness either, for that 
matter (only a man of the city could have conceived such a 
fictional notion as "The CaH of the Wild"). What he loved was 
excitement and people- and his childhood memories of life on the 
farm in Livermore and San Mateo County were nothing but 
dreary loneliness. "Ah! city life is the only life after all- there you 
meet people," he wrote to Cloudlesley Johns in the summer of 
1899; "as a rule you meet vegetables in the country . I really 
become heart-sick, if I mingle too long with our agrarian popula-
tion." 9 The same sentiment persisted during his visit with 
Charmian at W ake Robin in March, 1905, when Netta Eames 
suggested that he leave the city for awhile and take one of her 
cottages so that he might work in comparative peace and solitude: 
The eyes he raised to her face were as of some creature hunted. He shifted 
uneasliy , almost as if embarrassed , and the corners of his mouth drooped like a 
child's on the verge of tears. Yet when he replied it was with a tinge of impatience, 
though a pitiful tiredness lay under the tone: 
"Oh, Mother Mine-thank you .... You're kind . .. . But . .. but I think that 
the very quiet would drive me crazy ." [BJL, II, 29-30] 
It was the deep unconscious childhood association of the country 
with loneliness which had fathered J ack;s agonized response now, 
twenty years after those dull years on the farm. Here was perhaps 
the central paradox in his complex nature . He needed solitude not 
only to do his creative work, but also to cope with the myriad 
personal and professional problems which had plagued the years of 
his manhood. He had been on the verge of hysteria, in danger of a 
nervous breakdown, when he arrived at Wake Robin on that 
Wednesday afternoon. "His great-pupiled eyes were haunted with 
a hopeless weariness, and glassy as from fever," Charmian 
recalled. "He talked very hard, as if against time, or in fear of 
silence" [BJL, II, 29]. He desperately needed a time and a place to 
repose, to unwind and compose himself. He had been at loose ends 
ever since his return from the Far. East the previous summer. His 
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personal life had become a shambles, and though he had tried- at 
times frantically- to lose himself in fun-and-games with The 
Crowd (the bons vivants of the Bay Area), it was no good . Those 
same cronies who had helped break up his first marriage to Bessie 
also resented Charmian, who was at once too independent and too 
sedate to suit their Bohemian tastes; and they had worked very 
hard to convince him that marriage- at least to Miss Kittredge-
was not right for the free-spirited Jack London. 10 
But his spirits were anything but free during this period he later 
described as his "Long Sickness." He needed, at least for awhile, to 
get "far away from excitement and people": Aunt Netta was right 
about that. Yet he instinctively, reasonlessly resisted the idea of 
moving to the country and committing himself to a second 
marriage: "I don't seem to care for anything," he told Charmian . 
"This doesn't seem to be what I want. I don't know what I want. 
Oh, I'm sorry- ! am, I am; it hurts me to hurt you so. But there's 
nothing for me to do but go back to the city. I don't know what 
the end of it will be" [B]L, II, 31]. "Very well, then," she 
responded bravely in the same spirit as Lute Story, "the thing for 
you is to do what you feel you must, of course.-And we won't say 
any more about it." It was exactly the right response. If she had 
pressured him, she would probably have lost him . As it was, he 
suddenly clasped her hand and told her, "Why- why- you're a 
woman in a million!" [B]L, II, 32]. That night he slept an 
unprecedented eight straight hours- twice the quota he had been 
allowing himself during the hectic preceding months-and arose 
the next morning, though not yet fully aware of the transforma-
tion, a changed person: no longer a Chris Dunbar doomed to 
martyrdom on the cross of his own egoistical ambivalence, but a 
man capable of seeing the road he must take. Charmian thought at 
first she had lost him as she accompanied him on that Saturday, 
March 11, along the same fateful route taken by Chris and Lute 
toward Napa up through Nun's Canyon: 
Away we rode together .. . one of us with a heavy heart, no inkling of which 
was allowed to pass eyes and lips. For I felt that was the last of Jack , that he was 
slipping irrecoverably from us who loved and would have helped him; and, what 
was more grave, slipping away from himself . ... 
But a charm was working in him . .. although I think he did not know it . the 
morning was one of California's most blessed, a great broken blue-and-white sky 
showering prismatic jewels and sungold alternately. Even the jaded livery hack 
responded to the brightness as he vied with my golden Belle over the blossoming 
floor of that bird-singing vale and up the successive rises of narrow Nunn's (sic] 
Canyon, where, on its rustic bridges, we crossed and recrossed the serpentine 
torrent a dozen times. 
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As we forged skyward on the ancient road that lies now against one bank, now 
another, the fanning ferns sprinkling our faces with rain and dew, wildflowers 
nodding in the cool flaws of wind, I could see [him] quicken and sparkle as if in 
spite of himself and the powers of darkness .. .. 
And now, could I credit my ears? - he was talking quite naturally with his old 
engaging enthusiasm, as if pursuing an uninterrupted conversation upon his inten-
tion to spend the year at Wake Robin; he would rearrange the interior of the tiny 
shingled cabin under the laurels and oaks, and ship up this and that piece of furni-
ture, and such and such books .... [Could he] dictate his damned correspondence 
to me? "And say, can you, do you suppose, find me a good horse? All the riding 
I've ever done was what my mare Belle taught me in Manchuria, and I know I'd 
love riding if I had another horse as good. I've got $350.00 for the Black Cat story 
('A Nose for the King']- could you get me a horse for that?" . . . Out of a 
pleasant, sunny silence as we climbed the grade, Jack suddenly reined in and laid 
his hand upon my shoulder. . .. 
"You did it all, my Mate Woman. You've pulled me out . You've rested me so. 
And rest was what I needed- you were right. Something wonderful has happened 
to me. I am all right now. . . . [BJL, II, 33-34] 
Something wonderful had indeed happened to Jack. And he 
rightly credited the miracle to Charmian. But the metamorphosis 
was not due simply to Charmian as Charmian. As soul-mate 
personified, she was inextricably wed in his mind to the spirit of 
the Valley of the Moon . To commit himself to her was to commit 
himself to the pastoral vision as well. And to do this, he must not 
merely cut himself loose from the free-wheeling city Crowd, but 
more importantly, he must overcome his deep-seated aversion to 
country living. He could scarcely have rendered this kind of 
dilemma in a short story: it simply would not have sold- the hero's 
plight would have been neither especially dramatic nor sympa-
thetic . And so closely did Jack identify himself with Chris Dunbar, 
it is doubtful he could have brought himself to portray him in such 
an unflattering light even if the idea had been marketable. In 
short : better a dead martyr to demonism than a live cad. 
Seen from this perspective, then, "Planchette" was truly a poor 
thing, but London's own. His obliquely rendered theme, seen 
through a glass darkly in this story, would become more explicit in 
his later works: modern man, cursed by a self-destructive solipsism 
and stifled by the miasma of the unholy city, is doomed- unless he 
can somehow renew himself through marriage with the vitalizing 
forces of Nature and Soul-Mate (Jungians would use the terms 
"The Good Mother" and "Sophia" or "anima"). The formula was 
simple: 
Nature + Woman + Love = Salvation 
Dede Mason, the anima figure in Burning Daylight whom London 
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admittedly modeled after Charmian, puts it quite clearly when she 
rejects Elam Harnish's marriage proposal: 
"I am not ashamed to say that I love you, because I shall never marry you. 
You were my hero .... And you looked it. I don 't see how any woman could have 
looked at you without loving you - then. But you don't look it now . . .. All these 
last years you have been living unnaturally. You, a man of the open, have been 
cooping yourself up on the cities with all that means. You are not the same man at 
all, and your money is destroying you. You are becoming something different, 
something not so healthy, not so clean , not so nice .... You are growjng into a 
thing that I must in the end despise .... " 11 
Though Charmian could hardly have put it so bluntly to Jack, 
he nevertheless managed to get the message. It was not money 
which had been destroying him-there was never enough of that 
commodity to spoil him. But he had been living unnaturally, too 
much a city man, and was becoming city-mean, "something not so 
healthy, not so clean, not so nice." He knew that . And he knew it 
was time for a drastic change. So he chose the country- and 
Charmian . On March 13, 1905, he wrote to George Brett, "Am 
going . · . . up into the mountains until next fall - no telephones, no 
people, no engagements, nothing but work, sunshine and 
health." 12 And "work, sunshine, and health" it would be. The next 
six months in the Valley of the Moon proved to be the happiest and 
the most healthy productive of Jack London's life . And poor 
though it was, "Planchette" nevertheless served a useful cathartic 
purpose. For, having exorcised the ghost of Chris Dunbar, London 
was free that summer to exercise his creative genius in writing 
what would prove to be perhaps the most artistically satisfying 
piece of long fiction he ever produced- his superb sequel to Call of 
the Wild: White Fang. 
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/L Ranch as seen from Cottage. 
Jack London's 
California Ranch Novels 
WILLIAM TIERNEY 
Three of Jack London's last novels deal with ranch life in 
California. They are in part a reenactment of the state's arcadian 
past-a motif which seems to have been popular with the reading 
public during this era. The novels I am concerned with here are 
Burning Daylight (1910), The Valley of the Moon (1913), and The 
Little Lady of the Big House (1916). This theme has received some 
treatment in Kevin Starr's Americans and the California Dream, 
',but little elsewhere. 1 
In the first two of these novels the ostensible theme is physical 
and spiritual redemption through a return to life on the American 
soil. In The Little Lady of the Big House this is most certainly not 
the case and I will save my treatment of this work for the final 
portion of my paper. 
The historical end of the free land era created an interesting set 
of conditions for real Californians as well as for London's fictional 
characters. Nostalgia for the "good old days" was a prominent 
feature of turn-of-the-century life in the state. Beginning about 
1890, the Hispanic past was being rediscovered, and for at least 
the next quarter century this would provide an important literary 
context for California authors. The romantic twilight of the missions 
and the ranchos appeared frequently in the fiction of many notable 
writers. 
This wistful longing for the frontier days was also expressed 
through a mania for outdoor life. 2 Many immigrants were lured to 
California by hyperbolic descriptions of the climate published in 
Sunset, Out West and other less familiar booster magazines. The 
mildness of the weather made camping possible throughout most 
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of the year, making this an ever popular form of recreation. For 
example, in Burning Daylight, the protagonist entertains guests 
from the city "who were put to camp in tents which they cared for 
themselves, and where like true campers they had also to cook for 
themselves . Perhaps only in California, where everybody knows 
camp life, would such a programme have been possible ." 3 In this 
example London was obviously catering to the outdoor tastes of his 
readers . 
At the same time the conservation and preservation movements 
were building momentum through the new National Forest and 
National Park systems. The writings of naturalists like John Muir 
and John Burroughs were enjoying great popularity. All this served 
to create a renewed awareness of America's natural beauties in an 
era of rapid industrialization and urbanization . 
In The Valley of the Moon London went so far as to insert 
himself and Charmian into the novel in the persons of Jack and 
Clara Hastings in order to expound his own views on conservation 
and intelligent land use. London's proselytizing for the inherent 
benignity of scientific farming was certainly encouraged by Luther 
Burbank's well-known success in hybridization in nearby Santa 
Rosa. In short, in writing these novels Jack London could assume a 
familiarity with and enthusiasm for life in the open, on the part of 
the reading public . 
In Professor Starr's treatment, London's "representative quest" is 
used to symbolize the self-destructiveness and self-doubt of 
contemporary California. In generalizing about what he sees as 
London's aberrant tendencies he creates a symbolic portrait which 
avoids either pure historical biography or literary criticism . In 
spite of his unneccessarily defamatory inferences about London's 
moral character, Starr does discern in London's work the search 
for regeneration of the past after the closing of the frontier . This 
point in particular, I hope to pursue further. 4 
These three novels seem to form a trilogy (whether intended or 
not), of which Valley of the Moon is the core. The first in the 
sequence, Burning Daylight, tells the story of Elam Harnish, a 
miner of the Yukon. Harnish, or "Daylight" as he is known to his 
comrades, is a picked man of his race. He is a Natty Bumpo type 
who speaks in dialect and possesses unfailing survival instincts. The 
first part of the novel details his superhuman exploits in the frozen 
northland, where through bold gambles he becomes a millionaire 
eleven times over. The indifferent cruelty of the wilderness envir-
onment has not spoiled Daylight's good-naturedness. But upon his 
return to civilization in the San Francisco Bay area, the business 
world suppresses his humane instincts . 
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Daylight's millions establish him quickly as a powerful capitalist 
in Oakland. After a near disasterous run-in with some New York 
robber-barons he swiftly comes to the conclusion that, "Society as 
organized, was a vast bunco game" (p. 161). Despite his lack of 
education , Harnish arrives at a Marxist critique of capitalism . He 
realizes that in the distribution of goods the businessmen enjoy the 
benefits owed to the working-class. "When they got between the 
worker and his product, they took a whack out of it for them-
selves. The size of the whack was determined by no rule of equity, 
but by their own strength and swinishness" (p. 162). This 
however, does not endear him to the masses. Rather, his experi-
ence has prepared him for but one course, individualism. 
"Suspicious of the big exploiters, despising the fools of the exploited 
herd, he had faith only in himself" (p . 185) . 
London had already treated this theme in Martin Eden, where 
this same individualism had driven the autobiographical hero to 
suicide . In Burning Daylight he provides his character an escape-
and not, as we would expect, through socialism . Instead Harnish is 
allowed to rechannel his individualism into a new life on the soil. 
Daylight's transformation gets under way when he begins to redis-
cover his roots in the outdoors. On a horseback riding excursion in 
Sonoma Valley, he has what is apparently a "transcendental" 
experience in a "cathedral nave of lofty trees." In a scene 
reminiscent of William Cullen Bryant's "Forest Hymn," we find 
him contemplating unspoiled nature: 
was as though he were going through a sort of cleansing bath. No room here for 
all the sordidness, meanness, and viciousness that filled the dirty pool of the city 
existence. Without pondering in detail upon the matter at all, his sensations were 
of purification and uplift .... (p. 193). 
On this trip Harnish also discovers relics and survivors of 
California's pioneer past in this same Sonoma Valley. This is a 
theme which London treats more thoroughly in The Valley of the 
Moon. 
The other factor in Elam Harnish's rejuvenation is his courtship 
of his secretary, Dede Mason. Dede is herself a self-reliant outdoor 
type . Her austere life-style combines art with a hint of primitive 
sexuality. The changes wrought in the legendary Burning Daylight 
by city life cause her to refuse his offers of matrimony until he 
should cast aside his financial empire. At one point she echos his 
own earlier Marxist reasoning with her plea, "You don't create 
anything. Nothing new exists when you're done with your 
business" (p. 258). Further it saddens her that he, a "man of the 
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open," is being "brutalized and degraded" by life in the city. His 
actual physical debilitation is finally brought home to him when 
he loses an arm-wrestling contest to a University of California 
athlete. The sudden self-realization this involves moves him to 
abruptly break all his ties to the business world and move to a 
small ranch in Glen Ellen. There he and Dede are wed. Under the 
regimen of ranch life, Daylight's physical health, strength and 
stamina are restored . 
London has thus revivified the American ideal of the yeoman 
farmer and turned to it as a means of escape from the labor-capital 
struggles of the city. Daylight makes his living through the toil of 
his own hands. He and Dede are virtually self-sufficient through 
the productivity of the land, but Daylight is able to provide a 
modest cash income when needed by breaking horses for his 
neighbors . The inherent goodness of their rustic way of life is 
amplified when Dede becomes pregnant. 
This novel has been criticized as an "insincere idyll." 5 And to an 
extent it is. Burning Daylight's superhuman exploits are wholly 
implausible, and a few of the scenes are thoroughly ludicrous. And 
too, the attempt by the author to combine red-blooded adventure 
with romantic sentimentality seems to indicate that he was aiming 
at a salable commodity. But while London's sincerity in Burning 
Daylight is open to doubt, it is evident that he had confidence in its 
major theme for he returned to it in his next ranch novel. 
In The Valley of the Moon, the protagonists are working-class 
people not born to the soil. Billy Roberts is an Oakland teamster. 
His wife, significantly, is named .Saxon. Both came from goo 
old American, i.e. Anglo-Saxon, stock. London is attempting .,., , 
~ 
show us the brutalized lives the second generation An 
Californians are leading in the cities. 
Billy is a good provider until labor difficulties beset Oak' 
and his union goes on strike. In the ensuing violence frienc 
killed as well as scabs and police. Billy gets a short prison te fOr 
his part in the mayhem. It is Saxon, however, who reali . .; that 
strikers, scabs and police are from the same neighborhoods and 
social class, and it is they who are the victims of the economic strife, 
while the bosses are not suffering at all. Near despair, Saxon loses 
her unborn child and her marriage is almost broken. Her reveries 
take on a sentimental tone: 
Sometimes in the long afternoons, sitting by the window with idle hands, she 
caught herself reconstructing in her vision that folk migration of her people across 
the plains and mountains and deserts to the sunset land by the Western sea. And 
often she found herself dreaming of the arcadian days of her people, when they 
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had not lived in cities nor been vexed with labor unions and employee associations. 
6 
Saxon reasons that "All the natural world was right and sensible 
and beneficent," whereas the man-made world of the cities "was 
wrong, and mad, and horrible" (p. 254). Again London offers a 
"pastoral" escape, albeit a somewhat more complex one than in 
Burning Daylight. At a motion picture Saxon is captivated by a 
bucolic scene, and it is at her urging that she and Billy forsake 
Oakland and undertake their California odyssey. 
Nostalgia for the arcadian California past is a strong motivating 
force for the couple. And as Kevin Starr has demonstrated, their 
trek becomes a redemptive quest not only for themselves but for 
their pioneer heritage as well. They begin this quest under the 
naive assumption that there is still free government land available 
to homestead. This, they believe is their legacy as sons and 
daughters of men and women who won the West. Throughout the 
course of their journey they repeat the same tiresome story of how 
their forebears were frontier people who crossed the plains and 
fought Indians. 
Their cherished notions about the pioneers suffer somewhat 
though, when they learn that these same frontiersmen squandered 
their landholdings foolishly. London uses this to enlarge on 
another theme also present in Burning Daylight: there are two 
types of people in America, and they are the stupid and the clever. 
· It is the stupid and their offspring who have been left behind in 
the cities and lost their right to the American soil. By way of 
example, the following exchange occurs between Billy and a Mr. 
Benson whom they meet on their journey: 
'"It was our folks that made this country," Billy reflected, "Fought for it, opened it 
up, did everything- " 
"But develop it," Benson caught him up . "We did our best to destroy it, as we 
destroyed the soil of New England" (p. 367). 
North of San Francisco they discover the success immigrant 
Portuguese and Chinese farmers are enjoying through intensive 
cultivation of the soil, thus making less area yield more . Hovering 
in the background is the fear that they are the "last of the 
Mohicans" themselves and that their race will give way to waves of 
immigrants who know how to manage the land better. Only 
through scientific farming can the life of the countryside be 
preserved. But before Billy and Saxon Roberts can join the ranks of 
the "clever," they must continue their reenactment of the pioneer 
trek in search of an idealized "valley of the moon." 
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Their quest for government land takes them to the Carmel area 
where they encounter the bohemian colony of the "Abalone 
Eaters," all of whom are devotees of "physical culture." Like Elam 
Harnish, Billy has undergone the debilitating effects of city life. 
Once a fine boxer, he was brutally punished by a younger fighter 
in his last bout. After an extended stay in the Big Sur country, 
during which he adheres to the strenuous physical routine 
practiced by the locals, Billy's magnificent physique is restored. 
Here also they discover that a primitivist lifestyle in the wilderness 
is, in itself, insufficient to sustain the spirit. All the residents of 
the art colony are terribly depressed and forlorn. This pessimism is 
presumably grounded their rootlessness . 
During their wanderings Billy is able to use his familiarity with 
horses to great advantage. Buying horses for his old employer in 
Oakland enables him to earn enough money to purchase a ranch 
for Saxon and himself. Madrono Ranch, in the Sonoma Valley, 
then becomes the scene of Billy and Saxon's return to yeomanry, 
and on a somewhat larger scale than Burning Daylight's. By now 
they have become acquainted with scientific farming and 
husbandry and are prepared to deal with the smaller freeholds of 
the post-free land era. London envisioned this solution to the 
Robert's basically sentimental quest as at once realistic and 
essentially apolitical. In describing the scenario to Roland Phillips 
of Cosmopolitan, London wrote: While for once in my life, the 
story will not be offensive to bourgeois business ethics, it will at the 
same time be something of which I shall absolutely and passion-
ately believe every word" (Letters from Jack London, p . 347) . 
Rural life in the Valley of the Moon seems to admit of a different 
business ethic. There is no middle-man when the Roberts market 
their goods, and their relationship with their small staff of farm 
help is semi-cooperative. Billy even accepts a small loan from one 
of his Chinese workers. The couple are hence able to turn their 
backs completely on the labor turmoil of the cities . Unlike the 
working-class of Oakland, they are no longer alienated from the 
products of their toil, and can earn an honest, healthful living on 
the land . 
The tradition of the yeoman farmer is of course an old one in 
American thought, with obvious reference to the writings of 
Crevecoeur and Jefferson. It is at first surprising that London 
would attempt to reapply it to twentieth century California. In 
this particular pastoral fable there is apparently no tension 
between the archetypal forces of the "machine" and the "garden." 
Science becomes the enabling factor which permits the farmer to 
relive the arcadian past. 
152 
London's use of nature symbolism has been discussed elsewhere, 
notably in Earle Labor's Jack London in the Twayne series. In 
describing the Valley of the Moon, Labor uses the term "pastoral 
wilderness." 7 Although this use of "pastoral" and "wilderness" is 
apparently a contradiction in terms, as long as the reader 
maintains a distinction between the bucolic and the wild, the phrase 
does take us to the core London's views on nature. In Wilderness and 
the American Mind, Roderick Nash demonstrates that the separate 
ideas of untouched nature and civilization should be viewed as two 
points along a continuum. "Wilderness and civilization become 
antipodal influences which combine in varying proportions to 
determine the character of an area. In the middle portions of the 
spectrum is a rural or pastoral environment (the ploughed) that 
represents a balance of the forces of nature and man." 8 
It is exactly this middle area that London is exploring. The 
Valley of the Moon is decidedly not a wilderness, although it does 
contain elements of unspoiled nature in its redwood groves . When 
Burning Daylight and his bride, and Billy and Saxon Roberts 
arrive, the wilderness has already been subdued by preceding 
generations. The Indians who gave the area its name are gone, and 
too the ranches which the protagonists take up have had previous 
owners. In both these novels , London's characters have not only 
turned their backs on the city but on the pure wilderness condition 
as well, e.g. the Northland in Burning Daylight and the Big Sur 
coast in The Valley of the Moon . Nevertheless, proximity to 
unspoiled nature is desirable, if not essential. 
To elaborate a little further, let's say that a "middle landscape" 
is placed between the primitive wilderness and the "wilderness" of 
the city. At each extreme the social order is governed by the law of 
"fang and claw." This is illustrated in Valley of the Moon in a 
short episode which takes place while Billy and Saxon are camping 
out in Oregon. Their little dog snaps at Saxon when she tries to 
take away his bone. The dog is caught between obedience to its 
master and its territorial compulsion to protect its food. Billy 
explains this in terms of conflict of animal instincts, and he 
compares the labor situation in Oakland to this episode. In reflect-
ing on his own part in the strike, Billy discovers that he had to beat 
up scabs out of instinct because jobs to the workers are like bones 
to dogs. 
The pastoral solution thus combines nature with the refinements 
of civilization. In The Machine in the Garden, Leo Mary discusses 
the problem the American pastoral tradition posed for the serious 
artist. Marx notes the difficulty in providing satisfying endings to 
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twentieth century pastoral fables. We are compelled to recognize 
"that the aspirations represented by the symbol of an ideal land-
scape have not and probably cannot be embodied in our 
traditional institutions." According to Marx, the Machine has 
made reconciliation of the two opposites obsolete . 9 We should not 
be surprised, then, that Jack London's California ranch novels lack 
the force of his Northland Sagas. . 
In these two novels London was hopeful not merely about 
salvation through life on the land, but about the beneficence of 
science and technology as well. In the post-frontier world of Jack 
London's creation it is only this benign science that makes nature's 
saving fecundity realizable, in effect lending nature a helping 
hand. 
What London offered his readers in both these novels was an 
excessively sentimental "back-to-nature" fable . In this rediscovered 
California Arcadia the tensions between civilization and the 
garden are smoothed over. Art is combined with primitive 
strength. This is true of The Little Lady of the Big House as well, 
although here the benign science which was the key to Valley of 
the Moon has an unusual sterile dimension. 
This last work is dramatically different from the two previous 
ranch novels . The Big Hou~e and its land is not the small freehold 
of Elam Harnish of Billy Roberts, but rather it is a feudal fief . It is 
an anachronism made possible by tremendous wealth combined 
with scientific breeding and cultivation. London apparently 
conceived this novel as one of unflinching realism. It does contain 
a rather large dose of cynicism but it is really quite difficult to 
determine what London was trying to put across here. 10 
On the surface it is a love triangle with the leading male charac-
ters resembling London himself, and the female lead based on 
Charmian . But to make broad inferences and comparisons 
between the Londons and the Forrests in explaining this novel is 
risky. 11 There is really no indication that the failure of the Forrest's 
marriage meant that Jack London's personal "California dream" 
was dead. On the other hand he no longer shows complete faith in 
the saving balm of nature. 
Dick Forrest is a superb physical speciman with a keen intellect 
and a highly developed masculine ego. As the benign despot of the 
Big House he is anything but the familiar yeoman farmer wresting 
his living from the soil. Forrest is the scion of the San Francisco 
nouveau riche, and after a "Tom Swift" type boyhood he uses his 
inherited millions to acquire and expand his impossibly large 
holdings. His managers are "the cream of the specialists skimmed 
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from the continent from the Atlantic to the Pacific," who live on 
the ranch rent-free. 12 He entertains lavishly in an enormous 
medieval feast hall. In his extreme rationality and aggressiveness 
he embodies the animus principal. His wife Paula, on the other 
hand, is completely intuitive and impetuous. Although she is thirty-
eight years old, she is incredibly immature . Her self-destructive 
tendencies finally culminate in her suicide. 
The novel opens in the springtime with the Forrests surrounded 
by natural fecundity and animal love-makings . Much of this picture 
is the product of Dick's genius for science and his gift as an inno-
vator in farming . Further he loves to sing erotic fertility songs in 
which he compares himself to his stallion and to "Aikut" an Indian 
Adam. London, however, repeatedly mocks Dick's outward 
sexuality by contrasting the Forrest's horsebreeding success and the 
fertility of their ranch with the sterility of their marriage . On 
Paula's secret patio marble cherubs frolic. Babies made of stone are 
the best this union could produce . 
Evan Graham, the third leading character enters the novel as an 
old friend of Dick's. Like Dick, he too is a "blond-beast" type. He is 
Dick's equal in strength and spirit but he is also capable of romance 
and passion. He was in fact married to a pagan princess of the South 
Seas. He quickly becomes infatuated with Paula, as do all the males 
who visit the Big House. She is charmed by Graham as well. The 
split between Dick and Paula begins when she secretly meets 
Graham on a horse trail in the forest. He has fashioned a "Romany 
patteran" of boughs for her to follow and they enjoy their first tryst 
of sorts beneath the trees. 
When Paula realizes she is in love with Graham she is incapable 
of finding a solution. She hopes Dick will discover the affair and 
find the answer. "He was the one who acted, did things, no matter 
what they were. She always depended upon him as the doer" (p. 
310). 
Dick gradually begins to suspect what is happening, and his 
fears are confirmed when he discovers Paula and Graham in a 
passionate kiss. Yet stoically he refuses to bear any malice toward 
his trusted friend. Although he is utterly crushed he remains, 
throughout, the picture of reasonableness. In fact scarcely does he 
break stride in the management of the ranch. Dick begins 
elaborate plans for his own suicide by means of a fake hunting 
accident. This would then clear the way for the lovers . Paula, 
however, is unable to decide between the two men she loves, and 
loves to possess, and so takes her own life, thus hastening the 
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inevitable "dreadful end" her unconscious had been warning her 
of. 
London makes frequent and somewhat clumsy use of erotic 
sym holism in this novel. Although by modern standards it is 
certainly restrained, it is nonetheless obviously there to titillate . It 
did in fact offend his more genteel readership . Wilson Follett, 
reviewing the book in the October, 1916 Atlantic Monthly called it 
the "erotomania of three persons . . . whose very continence is a 
mere voluptuous refinement upon desire ." Further he argues, "In-
growing concupiscence, if a subject for the novel at all, ought at 
least not to masquerade as tragic passion." 13 If Paula's death is 
meant to appear tragic it fails, for we are never really impressed or 
won over by the sincerity of the characters . London felt himself 
that this ending was the "only clean, decent way out." 14 But 
Follett is probably correct in his assessment that this book is a half-
surrender by Jack London "to the baser demands of his market ." 15 
Nevertheless, it is not the Forrests' vaguely decadent life-style 
which alone brings about Paula's death . Rather, the chief cause is 
the failure of the animus, embodied in Dick's overly rational, and 
scientific consciousness. Dick's mind is incapable of sustaining 
romance or sentimentality for very long. We see this expressed in 
his racial theories and "blond beast" philosophy. Paula sees this 
philosophy as an outgrowth of Dick's luck to be born with a strong 
physical constitution. Dick admits the truth of her point, "Philoso-
phy like religion, is what the man is, and is, by him made in his 
own image" (p. 244) . Science alone proves insufficient to sustain 
the pastoral idyll and this accounts for the failure of their marriage 
to reflect the fecundity and completeness of nature. 
This archetypal conflict is possibly an outgrowth of London's 
late interest in the writings of C. G. Jung. It is, however difficult 
to assess how much of this symbolism was conscious on the part of 
the author. If Dick Forrest is really Jack London, it is certainly not 
a flattering self-portrait. The continued mocking of the Forrests' 
marriage seems to me to be too strident to be unintentional. Since 
this novel was the last Jack London would write of California 
ranch life before his death, we cannot be sure that he meant to 
conclude his accounts on a note of disillusionment . 
In the final analysis these three novels are less than completely 
convincing portraits of the arcadian vision, for London's position 
on rural life is never entirely consistant . In the first two novels his 
treatment is overly idyllic and in the third it is excessively ironic. 
There is nothing in between to bridge or explain this gap. 
Although The Valley of the Moon contains glimmers of literary 
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quality that at times approaches London's better work, taken 
together the three books are a weak testament to London's skill as 
an author. They do however reflect, with varying degrees of 
accuracy, popular notions of California as an outdoor Eden and a 
rediscovered arcadia. 
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Jack and charmain in front of their home -
"Wake Robin Lodge:' 
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A portion of Jack London's literary output. The first editions 
above were published between 1900 and 1915. 
Confessions of a 
Jack London Collector 
SAL NoTo 
Fortunate indeed is the book collector who decides to assemble a 
complete collection of first editions of that dynamic and major 
American writer , Jack London . The venture may prove to be exas-
perating at times, but it will be a thoroughly exciting and 
rewarding experience. I know, because I've been there. 
Jack London's literary contribution was as broad in scope as the 
intellectual range and talent of the author himself. His enthusiasm 
and love of life gave him the impetus to write on a remarkable 
number of subjects. Contrary to a common misconception, he was 
much more than a writer of dog stories and vigorous adventure 
tales. He was a pioneer in both sports and science fiction, wrote 
several novels with ecological and agrarian themes, and was a 
marvelous reporter and war correspondent . In addition, he wrote 
detective fiction, stories of psychological horror, a variety of auto-
biographical works, and brilliant sociological studies. He wrote at 
a time when it took courage and conviction to break away from 
the puritanical tradition of Victorian writing and helped establish 
the realistic school of literature with such writers as Stephen Crane 
and Frank Norris . 
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With such a diverse abundance of talent, London became an 
extremely prolific writer. He burst forth on the literary scene at the 
tender age of twenty-four in 1900 with his first book, a collection 
of stories of the far north entitled, The Son of the Wolf. Before his 
untimely death at the age of forty in 1916, an additional forty-two 
titles had emerged from his pen and appeared in print. By 1922, his 
widow, Charmian, had resurrected enough unpublished material to 
fill the pages of seven more volumes. Fifty books in a lifetime would 
be more than enough work for any man of letters, but the fact that 
London achieved this feat in less than twenty years of writing is 
extraordinary . Perhaps this can be offered as one reason why Jack 
London is such a collectable author. 
People often ask what motivated me to collect London first 
editions. I can answer by saying, "It just happened." But I'll 
elaborate on the question in a roundabout way by beginning with 
an incident that occurred about fourteen years ago when I was a 
neophyte collector . 
One afternoon in the summer of 1963, I was browsing in the 
Brattle Book Shop in Boston, Massachusetts, and I happened to 
overhear part of a conversation between a rather snobbish and 
wealthy looking middle-aged woman and the book dealer. The 
lady asked the dealer in a somewhat high-pitched, haughty voice, 
"How does one become interested in old books?" Now it seemed 
fairly obvious to me that the lady was only trying to acquire an 
interest in old books because it was a fashionable thing to do-
possibly within her circle of friends and acquaintances. The point 
I'm trying to make is that collecting old books (or first editions) by 
an author, or the desire to collect anything for that matter, is 
something that can't be manufactured. It is a feeling that must 
evolve from within oneself, a gradual thing, a growing 
awareness- something akin to falling in love, so to speak. At least 
I'd like to think that's what happened to me. 
One summer day in 1962, quite by chance after visiting several 
wineries in Sonoma County, I found myself driving up the narrow 
road leading to the Jack London State Historical Park in Glen 
Ellen. I spent several hours at the park, thought the display of 
London memorabilia fascinating, and went away quite impressed 
by what I had seen. Even prior to the visit, I had had some 
positive feelings about Jack London as a writer. When I was 
twelve years old, I read The Call of the Wild, and the book always 
lingered in my mind as a favorite (little did I realize what it might 
lead to). I knew practically nothing about London, however. I 
only had the vague idea that he once lived in the San Francisco-
Oakland Bay area, but nothing more . Ironically, about one week 
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later I saw a paperback edition of Irving Stone's biography of Jack 
London [Sailor on Horseback] at a newstand, and I bought it. I 
soon read this fascinating book and wanted to know more about 
this enigmatic and colorful personality, and I wanted to read more 
of what he had written. Subsequently, I read Martin Eden, a 
novel that is alive with intellectual excitement- the story of a 
struggling writer trying to succeed against overwhelming odds. 
This book is a thinly disguised autobiography of London, and to 
this day remains one of my favorites. 
The Valley of the Moon, one of London's California novels with a 
"back to the land" theme, was another title; that expecially fasci-
nated me. I began searching for a copy and soon found that this 
book was a bit more elusive. I started looking in some of the local 
used and antiquarian book stores, because much to my surprise I 
had learned that it had long been out of print . 
One day, shortly afterwards, I went to David Magee's Book Shop 
near Union Square in San Francisco. Mr Magee, an amiable and 
helpful man, told me that he did not have a copy of The Valley of 
the Moon, but he had three other London titles he brought out to 
show me. They were older books, I could tell, but they were quite 
ornately bound and looked almost like new- as though they had 
just come off the press. He told me they were first editions . I must 
have looked somewhat dumbfounded to him when he told me this, 
because at the time I didn't know a first edition from a last edition. 
But those books made a favorable impression upon me- they were 
beautiful copies, and I remember them vividly. Carefully, he placed 
them in my hands: two collections of short stories entitled Love of 
Life and When God Laughs, and a copy of Martin Eden- all priced 
at ten dollars apiece. The prices seemed somewhat exhorbitant to 
me, especially since they were "older" books. However, I was per-
suaded by a friend who was with me to buy the copy of Martin 
Eden, because I had enjoyed reading it so much. And thus, I 
acquired my first first edition. The collecting "bug" soon bit deeply, 
and I realized I'd never be content until I had assembled a complete 
collection of Jack London firsts - all fifty of them. 
Six years of diligent searching elapsed before my collection was 
finally completed. During the quest I learned that some titles were 
fairly easy to find, while others were extremely elusive . But that's 
part of the fun of collecting. If they all came easy, there wouldn't 
be much of a challenge. 
As an example, there were over 71,000 first editions of The Call 
of the Wild printed- a runaway best seller in 1903. A few years 
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ago it was not uncommon to see this title in dealers' catalogues 
priced in the neighborhood of twenty-five dollars . In the last year 
or two it has begun to command substantial prices. Perhaps this 
trend is a reflection of the enduring appeal of this great American 
classic. Just recently, a fine copy in the original dust jacket brought 
five -hundred dollars at a New York book auction (auctions tend to 
bring astronomical prices at times). 
In contrast, one of London's more obscure titles, The Acorn 
Planter, was printed in an edition of a mere 1350 copies. The 
author wrote this play ("A California Forest Play Planned To Be 
Sung By Efficient Singers Accompanied By A Capable Orchestra") 
for the Bohemian Grove in 1916, but it was never staged. This 
little volume now has the reputation of being one of London's 
scarcest first editions. 
". . . the story of a struggling writer trying to succeed . . . a 
thinly disguised autobiography of London;' published in 1908. 
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A first edition of a "fascinating story of mans primoridial 
past . . . " 
There are some London firsts that keep "popping up" on dealers' 
shelves with great regularity, though not necessarily in fine 
condition. Before Adam is one such title. This attractive and 
rugged volume was published in an edition of over 20,000 copies in 
1907. Bound in tan, pebble-grained cloth with the uniqqe 
footprints of early man imprinted across the front cover, its strudy 
quality and durability have allowed the book to hold up well 
throughout the years of reading and rereading. This fascinating 
story of man's primordial past- of the Fire People and the Tree 
People struggling for survival in a strange and harsh environment 
is a vivid picture not easily forgotten. In the epilogue of a recent 
paperback edition of this tale, Professor Loren Eisley, noted writer 
and anthropologist, gives moving credit and alludes to its signifi-
cance by saying that "this old book ... long ago unconsciously set 
me on the path of my profession." 
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Jack London wrote at a time when most publishers took more 
pride in the books they produced. Many of the fifty volumes that 
bear his name are as rich and beautiful in appearance as the prose 
within their pages. The books are usually ornate and colorful and 
often decorated with an impression on the front cover which offers a 
clue to the contents inside. The Valley of the Moon, published by 
MacMillan in 1913 is typical; bound in bright orange cloth with 
white lettering, two stately poplar trees overlook the gentle hills and 
oak studded ravines of the Sonoma countryside. It is a handsome 
volume of literature. 
Another feature characteristic of books published during 
London's day were the illustrations which created an integral and 
meaningful part of the novels and short story collections. Often 
colorful, full of drama, they offer graphic portrayals of great stories 
- welcome complements to any fine piece of fiction. The likes of 
such artists as Charles Livingston Bull, Phillip R . Goodwin, and 
Raphael M. Reay, whose work graced many Jack London first 
editions, are sorely missed. 
It is very evident that these "old books" reflect a kind of dignity 
in craftsmanship; they were a reflection of their time- a time 
when the appreciation of fine bookbinding had not succumbed to 
the drabness and lack of individuality of mass production. For-
tunately, the art has not entirely disappeared for numerous private 
presses, such as the Colt and Arion Presses still flourish. 
Since television was not a national mania during London's day, 
his books (like those of many of his contemporaries) were read and 
reread. Inevitably they began to show signs of wear and soiling, 
the bane of every serious collector of first editions, since most col-
lectors want fine copies for their collections. As a result, fine copies 
of Jack London first editions have become exceedingly scarce. Ask 
any collector about condition, and he will invariably agree that it 
means everything. 
I'm sure every collector likes to tell about a "big find" he has 
made, and I must confess that I'm not an exception . Once, during 
the early days of my collecting, while on vacation in the Pacific 
Northwest, I went to the Shorey Book Store in Seattle, Washing-
ton . At the time, I was looking specifically for a first edition of The 
Road, a chronicle of London's youthful tramping experiences 
across the country in 1894. Shorey's didn't have a copy of The 
Road, but they had about seven or eight other London firsts which 
were rather soiled and not too desirable from a collector's view-
point. However, they did have a fine copy of a small maroon book 
with a white spine- a very plain looking little volume that would 
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"Jack London wrote at a time when most publishers took more 
pride in the books they produced:' 
generally go unnoticed on a bookshelf. It was a first edition of one 
of London's plays, Scorn of Women, and the price was five dollars. 
I remember distinctly that I almost passed it up, simply because I 
wasn't looking for it at the time. As it turned out, I decided to buy 
it- and I'm grateful that I did. Today the book ranks as one of 
London's rarest first editions, if not the rarest, and it could easily 
bring several hundred dollars at a book auction. 
Many people have asked me where I've found Jack London 
firsts. I suppose the answer would appear to be fairly obvious. In 
book stores- usually . But they don't turn up quite that easily. It 
takes a bit more doing. They can be found almost anywhere if one 
is really willing to take the time to look. I've found some nice 
London titles in charming old book barns along the back roads of 
Maine, New Hampshire, and Vermont . And I've found some good 
buys in the more sophisticated rare book stores, such as John 
Howells in San Francisco. Some people have had the good fortune 
to find them in Goodwill stores, antique shops, and even flea 
markets. In recent years, the Jack London Museum and Book Store 
in Glen Ellen, California, has gathered together the largest collec-
tion of Jack London titles and ephemera to be offered anywhere. 
In short, book collecting (and especially collecting Jack London) 
has added a whole new dimension to my life. I've met some fasci-
nating people along the way and have made some wonderful 
friends who share a common interest . Like many bibliomaniacs, 
I've gradually extended my collecting beyond one author, although 
London is my number one interest and I'm sure will always 
remain so. I now have a collection of Frank Norris first editions, 
with the exception of one title . An just recently I've developed a 
collecting interest in John Muir and John Steinbeck. 
And why do I do all this? What compels me? Well, as Jack o 
would say, I do it because "I LIKE." 
NOTE: Portions of this article appeared earlier in the January-April, 1976, issue of 
the "Jack London Newsletter." 
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Jack London's Current 
Reputation Abroad 1 
HENSLEY C . WooDBRIDGE2 
While working with Tweney and London on the London 
bibliography, I became struck by London's popularity abroad. 
Now, this afternoon, I will not try to account for it. There are 
times when I would account for it by saying that in his over-all 
production there is something that can appeal to everyone. If you 
enjoy Yukon stories of adventure, then there are The Call of the 
Wild, White Fang, and his numerous short stories that deal with 
this area. If on the other hand you have no objection to socialist 
propaganda in your literature, the reader will find no dearth of 
this mixture in London's works. Those of us who enjoy science 
fiction will find him a pioneer in this field. Indeed in 1975 there 
appeared two collections of his short science fiction . Before Adam 
and The Iron Heel are novels that could fit into this category . 
London's reputation continues highest in the Soviet Union and 
in the course of my remarks I will comment only briefly on this 
fact . For I desire to deal chiefly with his reputation in Great 
Britain, France, Portugal and the Spanish-speaking countries. I 
have chosen these areas because they speak languages that I am 
able to read and thus my comments can be made first hand . 
An author's reputation can be measured in a variety of ways . 
The first, naturally, is a matter of counting the reprints or transla-
tions available. One can assume that if an author's works are kept 
in print or if they are being reprinted that he is being read and 
that publishers find it profitable to still publish his works . The 
second way of weighing his reputation in academic circles would 
be that of counting the books and articles published concerning 
him as well as collecting data on M .A. and Ph .D. dissertations 
about him . I well remember a friend who told me that the 
graduate school at which he was working on his Ph.D. dissertation 
refused to allow him to use London as a topic (this was in the 
mid-1950's) . He was told that London was not important enough . 
A third way to note his popularity would be to deal with radio, 
television and movie versions of his works. Millions may watch a 
television movie of one of London's books who may never get 
around to reading the original work by London. 
By the word current I mean the last five years . I feel that the last 
five years have seen an extraordinary discovery of London in some 
areas and a revival of interest in other areas . In our own United 
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States, the last decade has seen an unprecedented development of 
interest in London. One has only to think of the two published 
bibliographies on London, of Earle Labor's scholarly yet very 
readable Jack London, of McClintock's White Logic, the finest 
volume on his short fiction, the appearance of the Jack London 
Newsletter, The London Collector, What's New About London, 
Jack?, the publication of unpublished plays, several Ph .D. disser-
tations and the opening of more scholarly journals to studies on 
London. London movies have appeared frequently on television, 
The Assassination Bureau was made into a film, a new version of 
The Call of the Wild has been produced. 
Let us see what the situation has been for this period in France. 
Les nouvelles litteraires for Feb. 19, 1976 presents this comment on 
France and the London centennial: 
"In numerous countries, and principally in the United States, the centennial of 
Jack London, who was born on January 12, 1876, is being celebrated. In France, 
the rediscovery of Jack London began three years ago with the first volume of the 
London series published in the Collection 10/ 18. With the two new titles (Le Fils 
du loup, En rire ou en pleurer?) that have just been published, the series now has 
twenty-two volumes, all with outstanding prefaces by Francis Lacassin. Many of 
the volumes in this series have not previously been published in France. The 
January-February issue of Europe has just devoted an issue to London. This issue 
presents a magnificent overall view of London . 
French publishers are preparing numerous reprintings of his works. Hachette-
Jeunesse is reprinting almost twenty volumes. The Livre de poche is going to 
publish two titles. Gallimard is republishing its collection of five large bound 
volumes. The Cercle du Bibliophile and the Club du Livre Diderot each propose a 
Club-Collection of 18 volumes. Finally, these publishers are preparing together a 
great London exhibit which should take place in May, perhaps in the building of 
Radio-France." 
According to this item in Les nouvelles litteraires, several dozen 
London titles will appear in 1976, an exhibit will be prepared by 
his French publishers, and Europe, one of France's leading literary 
journals has already devoted its first 1976 issue to him . Can we yet 
imagine one of our leading li~erary journals in the United States 
devoting an issue to Jack London? It is true that this year several 
critical journals will be doing this, but how interesting that the 
first journal to devote an issue to London during the centennial 
should be French with almost all French contributorsf 
I would like to deal with the London volumes in the Collection 
10/18 series. Francis Lacassin arranged with the publishers to 
produce this outstanding series of London in French translation. 
Lacassin is an individual who writes in many fields. I find his 
recent two-volume discussion of detective story writers to be one of 
the finest of its kind. He teaches the American comic strip at the 
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Sorbonne, has visited the Yukon only last year, not his first trip 
there, to make a movie for television based on a London story. He 
has visited California and knows the area at first hand. His 
knowledge of London's life and works would put many a U.S. 
student of London to shame. 
Thanks to the efforts of Francis Lacassin, the French 
contemporary reader has a better chance to become familiar with 
.London's works than does his counterpart in the United States . I 
know that this may seem like an exaggeration, but let us examine 
the situation. To each of his almost two dozen volumes, Lacassin 
has written a preface which discusses the background, style, 
sources, etc. of the material published in this volume and attempts 
to relate it to London's life and works . The prefaces run from four 
to five pages to 20 or slightly more. 
Next, he has not bound himself to publishing translation whose 
contents match exactly London's English works . Thus, one of these 
volumes publishes a translation of "The Northland Miracle" which 
is available to the U.S. reader only if he is capable of finding a 
library that has a file of Youth's Companion, since this story has 
never been reprinted. 
He has checked the reliability of former translations and where 
cuts have been made as in the case of former French translations of 
The Valley of the Moon, he has seen to it that these passages have 
been translated and restored, and that the French reader is given 
the full text of the London work. 
If we examine his edition of Le fils du loup, we find that for the 
first time, the contents of the French translation and the English 
original match. The French edition of these stories of 1920 
contained only four stories from The Son of the Wolf while the 
other three stories in the French collection of 1920 were from The 
God of his Fathers . He reprints the preface by Pierre MacOrlan to 
the 1920 edition, provides a 10 page preface himself, the French 
text of nine stories, and a French translation of selections from 
Jeremiah Lynch's Three Years in the Klondike. To my knowledge, 
few critics have suggested that Lynch's volume "served London as 
the basis for one of his most beautiful short stories, 'To build a fire' 
or that London profited from reading it and made use of it in his 
Smoke Bellew stories." The bibliography provides data on the first 
English publication of each of the titles. 
In En rire ou en pleurer? Lacassin provides the text of the 
French translation of a letter by London to Judge Samuels . He 
aggravates me a little because he does not provide any information 
on where this letter is to be found. 
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In short, the French reader has the London texts with much 
background information in the same volume readily available to 
him in rather inexpensive paper back volumes. Edito-Service in 
Geneva, Switzerland is reproducing these same volumes edited by 
Lacassin in nicely bound and illustrated form. 
Though London has been rather widely published in the French 
language, little attempt had been made until recently to provide 
the French reader with a more or less complete collection of his 
works. To a certain extent as many of the Hachette editions would 
indicate he has been considered more of a children's writer of 
adventure stories. 
A serial based on The Sea W olj was shown on French television 
in 1973. French academic circles have produced little concerning 
him or his works . I know of no dissertation on London in French. 
Let us now turn to the issue of Europe and that of Le Magazine 
Litteraire devoted to London . 
The January-February 1976 issue of Europe is 160 pages and 
contains 21 articles ranging from one to 15 pages . It contains one 
map and over a dozen photographs . It is doubtful if any of our 
own critical journals with their London numbers will equal this 
issue. 
Some of the material such as the various prefaces to French 
translations of The Iron Heel are reprints of earlier material, but 
it is nice to have them collected in one place . Almost all of the 
articles are critical studies. There is for example, the first French 
critical study of "To Build a Fire" as well as a discussion of a French 
film version of this short story made in the 1920's. The listing of Jack 
London's books made into films is excellent and provides all the 
needed details concerning the director, producer, length, actors, 
etc. The chronology is by Francis Lacassin who, I assume, was also 
responsible for securing the photographs. All of the material is by 
Frenchmen except for the article by Rentmeister, which is a 
French translation of a chapter from his recent book on London in 
German . 
It is impossible in a short time to summarize the numerous 
articles in this issue. The article by Georges-Michel Sarotte is a 
pshchoanalytical piece that attempts to prove chiefly on the basis 
of his works and correspondence that London was a latent homo-
sexual. I am not a psychologist and some of the suggestions made 
in the article seem far-fetched to me. While many of London's 
works have a biographical basis, I sometimes find it difficult to see 
in an author's works a clear reflection of his life. According to 
Sarotte, the letters of Jack London reveal to us that the search for 
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the ideal comrade was for him an irrestible sentimental need. He 
states that the letters exchanged between London and George 
Sterling are filled with a tenderness completely unexpected in the 
correspondence of two American men at the beginning of the 
century. Jack's letters to Sterling are full of "Very dear" and end 
with "Love" which in the United States would still make real men 
today raise their eyebrows. He notes that in a letter written during 
the cruise of the Snark, London wrote that Charmian sends you 
tons of love. I send you all of mine. And Sarotte wonders then 
how much love is left for his wife, the "ideal" woman . Sarotte 
suggests that certain latent homosexuals develop neurosis that they 
try to drown in alcohol. He notes that Joan London suggests that 
the feelings that united London and Sterling for several years 
revealed a latent homosexuality of which they were both unaware . 
In a 16-page article by Pierre-Pascal Furth, "Traduttore, 
traditore," (the Italian proverb "To translate, to betray"), shows 
how faulty some of the major translations of The Call of the Wild, 
White Fang and several other novels are. Furth has carefully 
compared the English originals with their French translations . He 
notes that certain passages of the English were not translated, that 
paragraphs were re-arranged, that words not in the original 
appears in the translations studied. This is the kind of article we 
should like to see in regard to other languages, for the quality of 
the translation, I feel, may have a great deal to do with an 
author's reception outside of his own linguistic group . 
In 1975 the Magazine litteraire had an issue in which it devoted 
four articles to London. A journal published by the University of 
Dakar recently published quite a long article on London in French. 
It can be seen that in the last three years there has been a great 
surge of interest in London, his life and his works in France . 
It is to be noted that London continues to fascinate the Italians. 
I know of no important articles or books done on London in 
Italian, but hardly a year goes by without there being published 
translations of London's works. 
The three great centers of Spanish publishing are Barcelona, 
Mexico City and Buenos Aires. 
In regard to Spain it can be said that for political reasons all of 
London's works would not be available. White Fang, The Call of 
the Wild, Adventure, The Sea Wolf, Martin Eden and The Star 
Rover can be seen sold at the newspaper-magazine stands of 
Madrid in paper back as well as various collections of his short 
stories. Numerous short stories are available in Spanish collections 
of western, detective or science fiction stories. Despite the fact that 
numerous studies are published and sold in Spain that deal with 
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socialism and Marxism London's works such as The Iron Heel, The 
War of the Classes and works of a political nature are not now 
immediately available to the Spanish book-buying public . 
In regard to works of a critical or biographical nature, little has 
appeared in Spain in recent years. I can point to only an extensive 
article on The Iron Heel in a 1974· issue of Urogallo by an Ameri-
can professor, Nathaniel Beich . I have been unable to determine 
the whereabouts of Professor Beich. His article strikes me as well 
worth publishing in its original English version. 
The Sepan cuantos collection of Mexico City has published two 
London novels in a single volume . They are The Call of the Wild 
and White Fang. It has also published together The Sea Wolf and 
"The Mexican ." I know of no reviews of these translations except 
that published in Tiempo, Mexico's most prestigious newsweekly. 
One might have expected Mexico City to have become the center 
for the publication of London in Spanish. Yet, it would seem that 
the greatest effort is being made in Spanish America on London's 
behalf by publishers in Buenos Aires. 
In 1973 Ediciones de Crisis in Buenos Aires published London's 
La lucha de clases. The back cover states that he was 
one of the most important fiction writers of his time and remains without a 
doubt among the great writers of the United States .... In 1905, Jack London 
published in London his essay "War of the Classes," an ideological meditation and 
in a certain way also autobiographical- as all his work-essay on socialist ideas. 
This text, known up to this point in Spanish through fragments and archaic 
translations, is offered complete in this volume, and confirms the extraordinary 
vitality of all the pages of Jack London. 
Cuentos de misterio was published in Buenos Aires at the end of 
1975 and is a collection of a handful of stories . 
The Scarlet Plague has appeared in 1973 in Buenos Aires and in 
1972 in Spain. The Spanish edition also contained translations of 
four short stories . 
Criticism of London in Spanish America has not been plentiful. 
An Argentine journal translated into Spanish a portion of Lacassin's 
preface to Martin Eden. So once again we see that Spanish America 
takes its opinions concerning the literature of the United States not 
from critics of the United States, but from French critics. Paris still 
would seem to be the intellectual home for many a Spanish 
American journalist or critic. 
A recent article in the jack London Newsletter discussed London 
and Brazil. This bibliography showed that the majority of London's 
works are available in Portuguese published either in Portugal or 
Brazil. It revealed the existence of a handful of reviews of these 
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translations as well as reviews of movies based on London's works 
which were shown in Brazil. In 1975 a Brazilian weekly devoted an 
illustrated article of about six pages to London. This is the fullest 
treatment known to me by a Portuguese-speaking person . 
During the late 1960's and 1970's Livraria Civilizacao, a pub-
lisher in Porto, Portugal, brought out almost two dozen volumes of 
London's works in Portuguese. Unfortunately, these contained no 
introductory matter nor was any attempt made to explain their 
importance. Yet, it is nice to be able to report that the Portuguese 
now have access all at once to most of the important works 
written by London. Apparently, it was the plan of this publisher to 
publish translations of all of London's works in Portuguese. 
Political considerations in present day Portugal may have 
prevented the continuation of this set . 
In view of the fact that we Americans and the English speak the 
same language, it is perhaps not surprising to find many reprints 
available of London's works in Great Britain. We discover that some 
of his socialist writings appear in cheap paperback editions so that 
they may be immediately obtainable by workers or others 
interested in reading such works of his. The Iron Heel appeared in 
1973 in a paperback edition, though it is my understanding that is 
is also available in a bound edition. In short, London as a 
propagandist is still alive and well. The British Library Association 
apparently has the habit of polling its members for suggestions of 
books that should be reprinted. I was a little surprised to discover 
that in 1974 The Valley of the Moon appeared in Bath, England 
and the copyright page notes that its reprinting was caused by 
suggestions from the Library Association . In 1972, The Game and 
The Call of the Wild appeared together in paperback. A boxing 
anthology to be published in England will contain material by 
London. 
The publications on London in England of the last five years 
have been found chiefly in the labor, socialist and communist press 
of Great Britain . So far, for the centennial, I know of but one 
newspaper article and it was in a socialist-trade union paper. To 
my knowledge, no thesis has been produced on London in Great 
Britain, though more and more British universities are giving 
courses in American studies. 
In regard to what used to be the former British Empire, I can 
provide little data, perhaps because there is little that has reached 
me on this subject. A university library in Montreal when it 
subscribed to the Jack London Newsletter wrote me that they were 
subscribing because of the growing interest in London in Canada. 
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In India, at least one Ph.D. dissertation, that of Chandra Mohan, 
has been accepted on London. I know of one collector in New 
Zealand. 
In regard to the countries where Germanic languages are 
spoken, it is apparent that London has been very popular almost 
from the very beginning. 
Earle Labor as a Fulbright professor in Denmark gave a seminar 
on Jack London, something that does not happen very often in our 
own American universities . The work of several of his students 
have recently been published in the Jack London Newsletter. 
About two years ago, a collection of some twenty volumes of 
London's works in Danish translation was published. Unfor-
tunately, they were not for sale abroad and I have up to this point 
been unable to examine them. 
London's works have been quite popular in Norway and early in 
the 1970's almost two dozen of his works appeared the same year. 
Thanks to a 1974 dissertation from the University of Stockholm 
by Mats Rehn, Jack London and Sweden: the diffusion and 
influence of his works (Swedish title translated), 358 pages, we can 
see not only when he was published in Sweden, but what works Qf 
his were published, what kinds of people read them and the 
influence that London had on a variety of 20th century Swedish 
authors. 
Rehn has used manuscripts in the Huntington Library and in 
Utah State University Library to show the importance of London's 
Swedish publisher Bohlin and their relationship. In the beginning 
London appealed to the upper classes in Sweden who enjoyed him 
for his tales of the North . Bohlin's books were expensive and hence 
the working classes could not afford them nor did the socialist press 
review them. 
Later when the socialist pieces, works like The Iron Heel, War 
of the Classes, etc. were published, the upper classes felt that 
London had betrayed them. However, as might be expected he 
was picked up by the Swedish labor, popular education and 
socialist movements. 
There is a chapter on his influence in Sweden. Rehn believes 
that London was responsible or influenced a good bit of the 
sociological literature that was written in Sweden before World 
War I. The Swedes began to study conditions in the slums of their 
cities thanks to People of the Abyss. Also it would seem that certain 
authors who wrote animal stories were probably influenced by 
him. 
There is an extensive bibliography of London in Swedish. This 
bibliography includes books, short stories and other things by 
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London published in Sweden along with reviews of these works . It 
provides an extensive list of material about London published in 
Sweden . 
It would be wonderful .if scholars in other parts of the world 
could produce works of a similar nature concerning London's 
reputation in their countries. 
Outside of the United States, the most work of an academic 
nature has been done on London in the Soviet Union and in the 
German language. 
Copies of Rolf Rechnagel, Jack London: Leben und Werk eines 
Rebellen, Berlin, Neues Leben, 1975, 304 pages, have just begun to 
reach this country. It is the work of an East German scholar and 
this biography contains a good number of photographs, many of 
which have rarely been reproduced in the United States . I have 
not had time to examine this volume with care . The bibliography 
was hastily produced and contains a variety of errors and 
omissions. Neues Deutschland, January 3-4, 1976 enthusiastically 
reviewed it and Wochenpost (East Germany) serialized parts of it 
in its issues of January 16, 23, 30, February 6, 13, 1976. Perhaps 
Marian Beilke will translate into English, so that all may 
readily see Rechnagel's approach to London's life and work . To 
date, no biography or critical study of any length has been trans-
lated from any foreign language and of those that exist few have 
ever been reviewed in English. 
Hardly a year goes by that does not see the publication of 
London's works in German in Germany, Austria or Switzerland. 
Several Ph.D . dissertations have been written in German on 
London and German scholarly journals from time to time have 
published articles on him. Several of these dissertations have later 
appeared in book form. The German-speaking world has had a 
long tradition of interest in London . It must be remembered that a 
German was the first in the 1920's to compile an anthology of 
London's socialist pieces. In this country we had to wait until the 
publication of Foner's jack London: American Rebel for a similar 
such anthology. 
London has been widely translated and published in Holland. I 
know of no important critical studies on him published in Dutch. 
The situation in regard to London in the Soviet Union could be 
made the subject of a special study . Briefly, it can be stated that 
almost everything that bears London's name, even his spurious 
works and the posthumously published plays will sooner or later be 
translated into Russian . Vil Bykov has published several books in 
Russian on London and he has written numerous articles on him . 
He has visited this country several times and must certainly be 
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considered one of the leading foreign scholars on London and his 
works. The Russian seems to have no ideological basis in regard to 
his works . We find The Call of the Wild along with The Iron Heel; 
White Fang along with The War of the Classes. It is interesting to 
note that London was popular in Russia during the decade before 
the rise of the Communist regime in what is now the Soviet Union . 
Almost each year new translations or reprintings of London's 
works appear in Russian as well as critical studies. 
In regard to the centennial, one can point to the following: a 
film version of Smoke Bellew was recently reviewed in the leading 
Soviet film magazine, Zerev has published a 60-page pamphlet on 
London with a 1975 date, several articles have appeared in the 
Russian Literaturanya gazeta and elsewhere. It can be assumed 
that there will appear in Russian a good number of other articles, 
perhaps even books, on London this year. 
Of the 65 languages into which London has been translated, 
more than one third of these are in the Soviet Union. In the late 
1960's and early 1970's there was published a 12 volume edition of 
London's works in Ukranian. In the late 1960's there was an 
edition of his works also in 12 volumes in Armenian . London is 
available to the majority of the citizens of the Soviet Union 
regardless of their language, for many of his works have been 
published in Lithuanian, Estonian and Latvian, though it must be 
admitted that in some of the languages which only a few people 
may speak, only some short stories or a novel or two may be 
available. 
In the Orient I can make only some general comments about 
Japan. Certain of London's works such as The Call of the Wild 
and White Fang have Been published in numerous translations . 
The first short story appeared in Japanese in 1907. I know of one 
M .A. thesis by a Japanese woman which was written in English. 
About two years ago a Japanese-English high school teacher began 
corresponding with me . I found his recent article concerning 
London during the Japanese-Russian War and the Japanese press 
to be quite interesting. Most of the biographers of London have 
not been very good linguists and my Japanese correspondent 
translated into English what one of the country's leading news-
papers wrote about his arrest and release. This correspondent will 
discuss soon London's views of the yellow race. 
The latest Index translationum for 1973 contains data on trans-
lations of London's works into German, Bulgarian , Danish, 
Spanish, Finnish, Hungarian, Iranian, Italian, Japanese, Dutch, 
Polish, Rumanian, Swedish, Czech, Turkish, Estonian, Russian, 
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Armenian, Georgian and Ukranian. Most of these have an imprint 
of either 1972 or 1973. In this period his works were published in 
20 languages. 
One might well ask what are the chief sources for knowledge 
concerning London for those who do not know English. My 
records show that Stone's Sailor on Horseback is the most widely 
translated of these books about London. I know of only one trans-
lation of Joan London's study of her father and only one 
translation of the O'Connor biography, both in Spanish. Stone's 
biography has been published in about two dozen languages. 
Much earlier certain of Charmian London's works were published 
in French, otherwise I know of no translations of The Book of jack 
London. 
It is hoped that these remarks of mine (limited as they must be by 
my ability to handle well only the Romance languages and by the 
amount of time we have) show the almost universal appeal that 
London has throughout the world. His works have been and are 
today widely translated, movies are being made of his works, and 
the critics in various countries have in the past few years begun to 
study him in greater depth. I see no sign of any slackening of 
interest in him or his works. 
The year of the centennial, 1976, will probably see many more 
tributes paid him and many more articles and books written 
concerning him not only in the United States but throughout the 
world. 
JACK LONDON'S BOOKPLATE 
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FOOTNOTES 
This article is the slightly revised text of a talk presented in Stockton, Califor-
nia on April 2, 1976. The sources used for gathering the material presented in 
this paper are chiefly the following: Index translationum, Hensley C . Wood-
bridge, John London and George Tweney, Jack London: a Bibliography 
( 1973) and the supplements to this bibliography published three times a year 
in the Jack London Newsletter. The author has also examined many of the 
items mentioned in the paper. 
A discussion followed the presentation of the paper and some of the out-
standing London authorities present took part in it. Others, however, were not 
intimidated and several of the participants presented valuable and illuminat-
ing information. 
The section of the speech that apparently aroused the most comment, during 
the coffee break, dealt with the suggestion by a French critic in Europe that 
London was a latent homosexual. Several conference participants found it 
ridiculous to base such an assumption on the fact that London signed himself 
"Love" when writing to certain male friends. They told me that this was quite 
a normal complimentary close for the times. 
The audience was a most attentive one and the interaction between the 
speaker and the conference participants was nothing but a most pleasant one. 
2 Hensley C . Woodbridge is professor of Spanish at Southern Illinois University 
(Carbondale) and the editor of the Jack London Newsletter. He was one of 
three co-compilers of Jack London: a Bibliography (first ed., 1966; 2nd ed., 
1973). 
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Jack London's Alaskan Humor 
DENNIS E. HENSLEY 
. I sometimes grow bitter? 0, but 
only for a moment, and then it all seems 
a joke again . Life is good, isn't it?" 
178 
Jack London, February 3, 1900 
Letter to Anna Strunsky 
Jack London's works have always been classified as either 
realism or naturalism . The harshness of London's classic short story 
"To Build A Fire," the savagery of his novel White Fang, the bru-
tality evident in his novella The Call of the Wild, and the atavism 
found in "Keesh, Son of Keesh" have shown that, particularly for 
the Alaskan tales, the terms realism and naturalism have proven 
appropriate in classifying London's body of writing. Nevertheless, 
there is a completeiy different side to many of Jack London's 
northland tales, a form of expression which is neither savage nor 
brutal, but actually humorous and light-hearted. London used 
humor as a form of comic relief in his tragedies, and he also 
developed comedy as an independent art form of itself . This article 
deals with London's types of humorous techniques and the process 
of maturation in their use . 
Jack London, the national personality, obtained more disparag-
ing epithets than any of the other authors of his day. The Oakland 
newspapers dubbed him "the boy socialist"; critic Philip S. Foner 
has called him "The American rebel"; and author Irving Stone, 
and others, have termed him "the blond beast." Jack London, the 
man, however, was far more happy-go-lucky that his reputation as 
a realist has painted him. He loved magic tricks, puzzles, games, 
and practical jokes. He thoroughly enjoyed drinking and laughing 
with saloon patrons. Furthermore, he gorged himself on candy 
regularly, and was considered by many of his closest friends as 
being often more youngster than adult. This childlike enjoyment of 
life appears in his fiction, as it did in his real life . 1 
London began his writing career by attempting to sell humorous 
fillers to national magazines. His approach to humor was very 
basic, and his punchlines often depended upon funny Irish accents 
or a far-reaching pun. The following joke was rejected by pub-
lishers ten times before London stopped sending it out : 
MIKE: An' what's the matter wid yer arm? 
PAT: Sure, an ' the docther sez it's compound 
fracture, but it's meself belaves the bones 
is broken. 2 
The following triolet, which was later modified and adapted for 
use in Martin Eden, did earn London two dollars during those 
early days as a struggling humorist: 
When he came in, 
Why, I was out. 
To borrow some tin 
Was why he came in 
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And I had to grin, 
For he was without; 
So I was in, 
And he was out. 3 
London never lost his love for puns, and even the Alaskan tales, 
written during his mature writing years, have as many sour 
attempts at humor as do the above examples taken from his early 
career. In "The Faith of Men" London created an Indian character 
named Billebedam (Billy-be-damn). In "Keesh, Son of Keesh" one 
of the least successful Indians in the story is named Makamuk 
(make a muck) . In "Too Much Gold" London appears to have 
been playing with Hans Christian Anderson's name, for he names 
his protagonist Ans Handerson. 
Even as a nineteen year old tyro, however, London was showing 
foreshadowings of the coordinated humor he would later perfect. 
On November 4, 1895 the Oakland High School student magazine, 
the Aegis, printed London's "And Frisco Kid Came Back," the 
story of a poor waif who has just returned to his hometown after a 
year of traveling in boxcars. Although the story centers upon the 
plight of a poor slum child who is unable to adjust to middle-class 
living when adopted by foster parents, there is a stilted, yet 
successful, moment of comic-relief when Frisco Kid describes to a 
companion what it had been like at the foster home during Bible 
reading hour. As above, London leans too heavily on accent and 
dialect; nevertheless, there is an obvious continuity to the scene: 
"I never cud listen, 'cept w'en he'd read about Joshua. Say! he wuz a scrapper 
fer yer life! Den I liked Samson, too. De barbers were an a strike w'ere he lived, 
an' he wuz stronger dan a locomotive. Parts wuz as good as Deadwood Dick an' 
Nick Carter, an' w'en cum to w'ere an ole bloke wuz dat long winded, he lived 
over nine hundred years . Say! it wuz out uv sight; but den dey wuz a hole lot 'v 
dem an' I got weary. An' w'en he'd read about dere sons, an' de sons of dem sons, 
an' de sons of dem sons, an' all de udder sons beside, I'd pound me ear an' snore.4 
That Jack London was often an unsuspecting comic is a fact 
evident time and again in his letters, speeches, and diary entries . 
Routinely, when trying to express anger, he would turn a phrase, 
the resulting effect causing a chuckle or outright laugh on the 
reader's part. An early example is the letter he wrote to his friend 
Cloudesley Johns, in which London was outraged by the fact that 
the Overland Monthly has misprinted the title of one of his 
Alaskan stories . 
The compositors made some bad mistakes, the worst being a willful change in 
the title, and a most jarring one. It was plainly typewritten "To the Man on 
Trail"; this they printed "To the Man on the Trail." What trail? The thing was 
abstract . 5 
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During the five years between London's amateur publications in 
the Aegis ( 1895) and the release of his first short story collection 
The Son of the Wolf (Houghton Mifflin, 1900), London produced 
the bulk of his best Alaskan tales. Many of these stories are held 
today to be excellent examples of realism . Upon examination there 
can also be found many elements of humor, sometimes showing 
itself as comic relief, other times as grim realism. 
In "The White Silence" (Overland Monthly, Feb., 1899) the story 
is told of a gigantic tree falling upon a weary traveler, and the 
agony the victim endures as he lies in the snow, slowly dying. The 
man, Mason, finally instructs his pregnant Indian wife to leave 
him and to try to make it to a distant settlement, for the unborn 
child's sake . This she does. 
The pain of the crushing tree, the chill of the northern snows, 
and the heartbreaking separation of husband and wife are startling 
pictures of realism which remain with the reader long after 
reading "The White Silence." Nevertheless, the opening para-
graphs of this story read as though London were planning to 
present a comedy. We find Mason, a hale and hearty 
ex-Tennessean, on his knees putting a dog's foot into his own 
mouth and biting frozen snow from between the toes. Although 
this is a common necessitous chore, Mason is disgusted by it. To 
vent his displeasure, he rants about the poor job someone has done 
in naming the dog. 
"Carmen won't last more than a couple of days." Mason spat out a chunk of ice 
and surveyed the poor animal ruefully, then put her foot in his mouth and 
proceeded to bite out the ice which clustered cruelly between the toes . 
"I never saw a dog with a high falutin' name that ever was worth a rap," he 
said, as he concluded his task and shoved her aside. "They just fade away and die 
under the responsibility. Did ye ever see one go wrong with a sensible name like 
Cassair, Siwash, or Husky? No, sir!" 6 
London accomplishes two things by including this humorous 
scene: first, he creates a temporary light atmosphere for the story, 
which can later be used to heighten contrasts when the realities of 
the brutal cold and vast barrenness of Alaska are described; and 
second, he makes Mason into a three-dimensional character, a man 
who complains, who jokes, who has an accent, who befriends 
animals, and who is opinionated. 
This latter point is by far the more important, for unless the 
reader accepts Mason as a realistic fellow human being, a person 
the reader can identify with, then the tragedy of his death is not 
accepted . This is the way with human beings . They must identify, 
or else they do not feel pain . To read in a newspaper of thousands 
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starving to death in India is an emotional event, but to be told that 
one's next door neighbor has drowned is a traumatic experience. 
Identity-one-on-one-contact is the entire difference in the two 
situations. London reveals the many sides of Mason and fully 
develops his personality in order to make his later death a tragic 
event. The early comic scene assists this process. 
Also published during this time period was "The Wife of a King" 
(Overland Monthly, Aug., 1899) . Jack used the Cinderella myth to 
create his own northland Pygmalion epic. Malemute Kid and his 
partner Harrington take upon themselves the task of teaching 
Madeline, an uncivilized Alaskan Indian, the art of being a lady. 
It is in this story that London begins to show a developing 
ability for creating sight gags. As the uncoordinated flat-footed 
Indian girl squeezes into a narrow pair of high heels and then tries 
to learn to dance, the reader is presented visual pictures similar to 
a circus clown act. This circus situation continues until the climax 
of the story, when the Indian maiden has her coming-out at a 
costume party held at the town saloon. 
In this early portion of the story, when the Indian girl 
approaches the two white men for help, she explains that a few 
years earlier she had been sold by her uncle to a white man . 
London uses a short humorous aside at this point to show that, 
inside, Madeline is not unlike most white women: 
... Harrington surveyed her in quest of her points, much in the same manner 
men do horses. It certainly was not disappointing, for he asked with sudden 
interest , "What did that beggarly uncle of yours get anyway?" 
"One rifle, one blanket, twenty bottles of Hootch. Rifle broke." She said this last 
scornfully, as though disgusted at how low her maiden-value had been rated. 7 
Thus, we see at this point, London has given his comedy more 
sophistication by dropping hackneyed accents and weak one-liners, 
and instead incorporating a series of humorous asides and clever 
sight gags. 
By the early 1900's London was recognized as the unchallenged 
chronicler of the Alaskan gold rush. His byline was becoming a 
common sight in The Atlantic Monthly, McClure's, Cosmopolitan, 
The Saturday Evening Post, The Overland Monthly, and Harper's 
Bazaar. Demand for his Alaskan stories was heavy and continuous. 
In the spring of 1900, Mr. S. S. McClure himself wrote directly to 
London and told him that he would buy any short stories London 
would submit to McClure's; as a pledge of good intention, 
McClure enclosed a check for three hundred dollars . 
With so many high paying markets clamoring for his fiction, 
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Jack London began to "push out" a great deal of weak material. 
Despite the fact that the core plots were poor in many of his stories 
a great deal of first class humor can be found in these works. 
At this time and later, with the popularity of poems such as 
Robert Service's "The Cremation of Sam Magee" (1907), the 
thought of Alaska being even too cold for the devil was an enjoyed 
myth . London was quick to pick up on this, and used it in "Grit of 
Women" (McClure's, Aug., 1900) when he told of burying a man in 
the far north . 
. . . A hole is burned in the frozen muck. Into this a man's carcass is dumped, 
covered over with moss, and left with the assurance that it will rise on the crack of 
Doom, wholly and frigidly intact. For those of little faith, skeptical of material 
integration on that fateful day, no fitter country than the Klondike can be 
recommended to die in. 8 
During this time of his pulp writings, London published "The 
Man With the Gash," (McClure's, Sept ., 1900). The protagonist of 
this story is Jacob Kent, a man with a scarred cheek and a warped 
personality . When desperate travelers would arrive at Kent's 
cabin, he would invite them in, but charge them a dollar a night 
to sleep on his cabin floor . Furthermore, he constructed a cordon 
around the main trail and charged a toll to passersby. As the story 
explains, "Since a certain amount of history was required in the 
construction of this figure, the less cultured wayfarers from Stuart 
River were prone to describe him after a still more primordial 
fashion, in which a command of intensive adjectives was to be 
chiefly noted." 9 
The above statement is one of London's first successful uses of 
understatement as a comedic device . Again, this added another 
dimension to his humor. That London was not forgetting his other 
humorous devices is readily evident throughout the remainder of 
the story . When a sailor named Cardegee arrives at Kent's cabin 
bent on teaching Kent some northland manners, he speaks with a 
brogue and also uses nautical terms which can be taken two ways 
when read in context of the story. (Accent and Asides.) Later, the 
light-weighted Kent tries to hang the heavy-weighted Cardegee; 
Kent throws a rope over a rafter, then attaches the noose to 
Cardegee's neck, as the latter sits tied-up on the cabin floor. Kent 
pulls with all his might, but he cannot lift Cardegee off the floor. 
To make matters worse, as Kent yanks and pulls on the rope, 
Cardegee sits on the floor laughing with outrageous enjoyment at 
the futile antics of his would-be executioner . (Sight gags.) At the 
story's conclusion, Kent grabs a doublebarrel shotgun and aims it 
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at Cardegee; Kent is unaware that while sleepwalking the night 
before, he poured his gold supply into the gun's barrels. As Kent 
pulls the triggers, the gun explodes in his face and he is overlaid 
with gold dust. (Slapstick.) 
Having fully developed four major forms of comedic writing, 
London then attempted a fifth humorous device: exaggeration and 
overstatement. He tapped the American tradition of "tall tale" 
telling in doing so. 
Americans have traditionally loved the tall tale . Paul Bunyon, 
Babe the Blue Ox, and Hiawatha are characters Americans admire 
as much as the Greeks admired their Olympian gods and earthly 
heroes . Just as the Greeks had Achilles, the man with the 
invincible body, the nineteenth century Americans had Pecos Bill, 
the man who could ride tornadoes bareback. 
Nineteenth century short story masters were fully aware of this 
American love for folklore and tall tales. Bret Harte's "How Santa 
Claus Came to Simpson's Bar" is the tale of a super-cowpoke who 
rides his horse to death, outshoots a bandit, and swims a raging 
stream, all within one night, in order to bring toys to a little boy 
for the holidays; it has all of the larger-than-life events needed in a 
legend . Likewise, Mark Twain's classic story "The Bluejay" follows 
in the Babe the Blue Ox tradition, as do the Br'er Rabbit folktales 
of Joel Chandler Harris. 
Jack London's contribution to this genre was his short story "A 
Relic of the Pliocene" (Collier's Weekly, Jan., 1901), which 
recorded the adventures of Thomas Stevens, the only American to 
ever kill a prehistoric mammoth, with only a hatchet. Stevens tells 
of how he boxed the mammoth into a small canyon near Alaska's 
Arctic Circle region. He then badgered the beast by hitting it with 
rocks, by having it chase after him, by keeping it away from the 
water supply, and by not letting it sleep. The conclusion of 
Steven's narrative has all the comic elements of exaggeration found 
in American tall tales . 
. . . and the way he'd swear at me was dreadful. A most immoral beast he was, 
a murderer, and a blasphemer. 
But toward the end he quit all this, and fell to whimpering and crying like a 
baby. His spirit broke and he became a quivering jelly-mountain of misery. He'd 
get attacks of palpitation of the heart, and stagger around like a drunken man, 
and fall down and bark his shins. And then he'd cry, but always on the run. 0 
man, the gods themselves would have wept with him, and you yourself or any 
other man. It was pitiful, and there was so much of it, but I only hardened my 
heart and hit up the pace. At last I wore him clean out, and he lay down, 
broken-winded, broken-hearted, hungry, and thirsty. When I found that he 
wouldn't budge, I ham-strung him, and spent the better part of the day wading 
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into him with the handaxe, he a sniffing and sobbing till I worked in far enough to 
shut him off. Thirty feet long he was, and twenty high, and a man could sling a 
hammock between his tusks and sleep comfortably. Barring the fact that I had run 
most of the juices out of him, he was fair eating, and his four feet, alone, roasted 
whole would have lasted a man a twelve month. I spent the winter there 
myself. 10 
"The Relic of the Pliocene" was the first of London's Alaskan 
stories written solely for the aim of comic entertainment. Although 
many of the northland tales which preceded and followed this 
particular story were comedic in part, they also contained elements 
of survival struggles, philosophical discussions, or lessons in history 
and geography. London did write one other story set in Alaska 
which was totally comedic: "That Spot ." 
By the year 1908, London was starting to slow down in his pulp 
writing and, instead, was beginning to write some excellent pieces 
of fiction. In February, London's revolution novel The Iron Heel 
was published by Macmillan. In August he published "To Build A 
Fire," his finest short story, in The Century Magazine. In 
September, his now-classic autobiographical novel Martin Eden 
began in serialization in The Pacific Monthly. In December he 
published "Lost Face" in The New York Herald, a Yukon story 
which was extremely well accepted by readers, and which became 
the lead story for a later book. 
It was during this same productive year that Jack London 
published "That Spot" (Sunset Magazine, Feb., 1908). This, of all 
of London's works, shows the most complete use of a variety of 
humorous vehicles, including sight gags, humorous irony, slap-
stick, and asides. The story's plot revolves around two gold 
prospectors who buy a strong-backed and fine-looking husky with 
only one defect, in that he will not work. As the narrator explains 
it, " ... when it came to work, the way intelligence dribbled out of 
him and left him a mere clot of wobbling, stupid jelly would make 
your heart bleed." 11 
The dog poses another problem with its eating habits, for it 
steals from other dogs and other campers, the burden of the cost 
always falling back upon Spot's two owners. Meanwhile, he is also 
eating, literally, everything his owners possess. As the narrator 
explains in one of his asides, "He could fight, too that Spot. He 
could do anything but work .... Did I say he could eat? I caught 
him eating the whip once. That's straight. He started in at the 
lash, and when I caught him he was down to the handle, and still 
going." 12 
In desperation the two owners try to kill Spot. They put him on 
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an ice cake and cast him into a raging river . As he floats t0ward 
what was to be his doom, the dog seems to laugh; when his owners 
trudge back to camp, they find that Spot has somehow returned 
first. The owners try to shoot Spot, run away from him, drown 
him, even starve him, but in each attempt they fail to outwit the 
dog. Finally, they are lucky enough to sell the dog, but Spot 
refuses to leave his owners even then . As the narrator explains, "At 
the end of the first week we sold him for seventy-five dollars to the 
Mounted Police .. . a week later . . . that Spot came back . . . we 
sold him to an official courier . . . Spot was only three days in 
coming back." 13 
It is this last . endeavor, the selling of Spot, that provides the 
zenith of humor in the entire story. The following passage shows a 
vast growth in London's comedic talent, for unlike the reliances on 
funny accents and ethnic humor of his Aegis days, London is now 
making use of understatement, situation comedy, humorous 
settings, and exaggeration. 
. . . we made money out of Spot. If we sold him once, we sold him twenty 
times. He always came back, and no one asked for their money. We didn't want 
the money. We'd have paid handsomely for any one to take him off our hands for 
keeps. We had to get rid of him, and we couldn't give him away, for that would 
have been suspicious. But he was such a fine looker that we never had any 
difficulty in selling him . "Unbroke," we'd say, and they'd pay any old price for 
him. We sold him as low as twenty-five dollars, and once we got a hundred and 
fifty for him. That particular party returned him in person, refused to take his 
money back, and the way he abused us was something awful. He said it was cheap 
at the price to tell us what he thought of us; and we felt he was so justified that we 
never talked back. But to this day I've never quite regained all the old self-respect 
that was mine before that man talked to me." 14 
With his talent for creating salable humor now proven, London 
explored the comedic expression of funny man/straight man situa-
tions. In literary history, such teams as Don Quixote and Sancho 
Panzo, Candide and Dr . Pangloss, Huck Finn and Jim, even 
Sherlock Holmes and Dr. Watson, proved that a great deal of 
humor could be garnered by developing a successful team of 
characters, in which one is a fanatic and the other a buffoon . 
London's two characters were Smoke Bellew, a northland explorer , 
and his sidekick Shorty. 
During the years 1911 and 1912, London sold a series of Smoke 
Bellew and Shorty stories to Cosmopolitan; and in 1912 Grosset 
and Dunlap published a collected volume, simply entitled Smoke 
Bellew. Most of the stories dealt with humorous situations Smoke 
and Shorty would become involved in and the unusual methods 
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they would incorporate in escaping their predicaments. In each 
episode London made use of dialect, sight gags, straight jokes, 
slapstick, and irony to bring out the story's humor. An example of 
the funny man / straight man routines often incorporated in these 
stories is found in the · following conversation between Smoke and 
Shorty: 
"Sure. I remember. They was Mormons." 
"No-vegetarians." Smoke grinned in the darkness . "They won't eat meat and 
they won 't work dogs ." 
"It's all the same. I knowed they was something about 'em. Had the allwise steer 
to the yellow. That Laura Sibley was goin' to take 'em right to the spot where 
they'd all be millionaires." 
"Yes; she was their seeress-had visions and that sort of stuff .. . " 
"And the divine steeress got the scurvy, too . What d'ye make of it?" 
"Seeress," Smoke corrected. 
"Steeress," Shorty reiterated. "Didn't she steer 'em here to this hole in the 
ground?" 15 
Jack London died in 1916, four years after the Smoke and 
Shorty stories were published. The appearance of Smoke Bellew in 
1912 marked the end of London's major attempts to write 
humorous plots set in Alaska and the Yukon. 
In summary, evidence shows that from his earliest writing 
endeavors, London placed value on humor as a literary expression. 
Between the years 1895 and 1912 London developed his comedic 
talents, and in doing so made use of accents, puns, asides, jokes, 
limericks, slapstick, sight gags, situation comedy, the tall tale, 
irony, and comedy teams. In London's early works, published 
between 1895 and 1900, the use of humor was incorporated as a 
way of projecting characterizations and increasing reader identity . 
At times, London wrote Alaskan stories, such as "A Relic of the 
Pliocene" and "That Spot," merely for the entertaining qualities of 
humor as an art in itself. 
Whereas Jack London's talents as a realistic naturalist writer will 
continue to be recognized, it has been the purpose of this paper to 
also show that these were not the only two fields of expression in 
which he displayed writing talent . 
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Bas Relief from Life by Finn Frolich Courtesy Overland Monthly 
Jack London's 
The Acorn-Planter 
MARGARET M. KARDELL 
Jack London's play The Acorn-Planter' may yet prove to be a 
literary last testament to his understanding of life and of endless 
time . Most certainly, it seems to be a Londonesque socio-
philosophical assessment of the history of his native California 
from the time of the first red man to his own time. The Acorn-
Planter rings true to known life because as always London's work 
was woven out of his own research, reading, experience and 
observation-all there, only thinly veiled as fiction . 
Fortunately, I first read The Acorn-Planter not as a student of 
literature but while researching London's post 1912 work looking 
for any Rabelaisian influence from his association with his sculptor 
friend Fin Haakon Frolich. Had I not heard Finn's sea chanties at 
his knee, and had I not been a native Californian raised on the 
works of Bret Harte, John Muir and Joaquin Miller, I would have 
missed the obvious but typical Londonesque treatment of reality as 
fiction . Moreover, my own concurrent research on California 
Indian history and mores 2 kept validating his statements of Indian 
reality as he portrayed it in The Acorn-Planter, a deceptively 
simple little play. 
Then I chanced upon London's letters to George Sterling 3 and 
found that The Acorn-Planter had been writted for a summer Jinks 
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of San Francisco's renowned Bohemian Club and I though I could 
feel London's excitement and pleasure at having been chosen to 
write for a convocation of those who had "arrived" in his time. 
Having had two uncles- Finn Frolich, the sculptor, and John 
Green, the man who pioneered the introduction of mall cars in 
America- both of whom had been invited to Jinks at different 
times, I understood something of what an invitation to write a 
Jinks play had meant to Jack London . As Kevin Starr has said, "To 
say who was who, who was working, thinking, and creating, from 
1890 to 1915 is to talk about the members of the Bohemian Club. 
. . . All these creative people getting together were the bohemian 
Club. The Bohemian Club was what they did when they got 
together to groove . They were the Bohemians!" 4 
So I could sense a little of what Jack London felt when he wrote 
to George Sterling from Glen Ellen on September 23, 1914: 
By the way, I have finally been insistently invited to do the 1916 Jinks. Have 
you any ideas on the subject that you would like to suggest and also all advice 
whatsoever that will enable me to go ahead and write a Jinks- I mean in dealing 
with the Jinks committee in relation to the stage, etc., etc. Throw your feet and 
help me out with all sorts of information that you undoubtedly possess from your 
own experience in writing a Jinks. 
And again on January 13, 1915 Jack wrote to Sterling: 
Dearest Greek:-
First of all, I am riding out a southeaster on the San Joaquin river, as I am 
dictating this to Charmian. Tomorrow I finish the first act of the Jinks play, which 
I think I shall call THE ACORN PLANTERS. This means that I am over half way 
through. I am writing it with a Prologue, two Acts, and an Apotheosis, and 
without one damn stick of stage scenery. As soon as I am finished, which will be in 
ten days or two weeks, I shall send you a typewritten copy for you to rip and tear 
to pieces and make suggestions about. Ye Gods ... me writing poetry. The poetry 
I write is such silly rot . I have crystallized in prose, imagine me counting meter on 
my fingers! ... 
P.S. I think the motif of my Jinks play is anti-war. That is as near as I can make 
it out. I am exalting the Acorn-planters and damning the Warriors, and the Kaiser 
along with them. 5 
And even more, I have come to feel that Jack London was writ-
ing a testament to his understanding of life, to his understanding of 
red and white men, and to his understanding of the history of 
California. He was writing a play to be performed and heard by 
the very people whose acceptance mattered most to him, 6 for any-
one who was anyone in western America either participated in a 
Bohemian Jinks or wished that he could participate. Jack didn't 
190 
forget his larger audience either because another letter to Sterling 
indicates it was notlong before he contracted to sell the play in 
book form, the form in which it will eventually receive its 
acceptance by today's larger more aware audience, and audience 
that includes descendants of the red men who gave him his insight. 
Even Jack London didn't know exactly what he thought of his 
creation, for Charmian quotes him as saying: 
'I don't know what to think of it-and yet, I don't believe it is so bad! Good or 
bad, however , it is done; so send it along to the Secretary of the Bohemian 
Club.-One thing about it, though: I'll bet the composers in the Club are going to 
have merry hell putting music to it. They've done Indian stuff before now; but this 
goes too far back into the raw beginnins of the race I fear. ... 7 
And Jack London was right. The Acorn-Planter still awaits 
acceptance. 
And today's reader will have to know something of the history of 
the birth of The Acorn-Planter to relate to it . For Jack London 
listened well to George Sterling's advice and set the whole play in a 
redwood grove, similar to the Bohemian Grove, and this single 
setting now proves somewhat disconcerting if a reader tries to 
correlate accurately the directions, NESW, legends, and names of 
tribes with the cities and counties which now carry their names. 
But such accuracy is not necessary. London's literary license had 
been well won by 1915; and from their reading of the daily tab-
loids, the Alta Californian, the Overland Monthly, and Sunset 
magazine, he and his California readers had been steeped in 
journalism of all hues on the subject of Indians. 
Like others of his time, London's reading knowledge of Indians 
probably included the work of Hubert Howe Bancroft. 8 But 
London also had acquired much first hand knowledge of Indian 
lands and lore. In 1911 he, Charmian, and his servant Nakata 
made a trip in a four horse rig up the coast through Eureka, 
California over to Crater Lake, Oregon, back to Ashland, Oregon, 
and thence down along the Old Oregon Trail along the Sacra-
mento River through the vast California Indian lands, a trip which 
he later kaleidiscoped into a single setting in the Bohemian Grove. 
In writing of that trip Charmian said that they cut inland from 
Dyerville to the Hoopah Indian Reservation ". . . by automobile 
and saddle, ... [and returned] down the Trinity and Klamath 
Rivers in a dugout with Indian canoemen to Requa by the sea; 
next to Fortuna, with fishing and hunting and old Indians along 
the way; ... 9 She also wrote: 
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... On the evenings of such days, our goal reached, horses properly housed, and 
hotel or farm accomodations made sure, he was most likely to drift off alone 
downstreet, looking for 'inhibitions' ... -of man-talk, new association, and an 
extra glass or two. When he would return ... [he would tell her] ... what he had 
picked up in the way of local information, of backwoods lore, . . . about the 
newest antlers of elk or deer, for which he was bargaining, or the bearskin 
so-and-so had promised to bring for my inspection. 10 
It could have been on such a stroll from the Whitlow Hotel in 
Lamoine, California on the night of August 24, 1911 that he heard 
the story of Old Indian Sampson who lived less than a mile away 
and who, history has it, was the first red child to see white men 
coming down along the Sacramento River . 11 Part of that story is 
that the Indians, presuming the white men's red shirts to be made 
of red woodpecker scalps, thought the whites must be very clever 
people .. 
Even as they were completing .their four horse trip, London's 
interest in Indian history must certainly have been further piqued 
when Ishi, the so-called "Stone Age Man," walked into the 
twentieth century in Oroville, California, on August 29, 1911, 
some say in search of food 12 and others say in an enactment of 
divine providence . 13 From that day until Ishi's death, March 25, 
1915, Ishi and the scientific investigation of his past were much in 
the newspapers . Thus London's obvious choice of the name 
Nishinam for the tribe of red men in The Acorn-Planter. 
For even if London never met Ishi, he certainly must have 
known him as his sculptor friend, Finn Frolich, did the only bust 
of Ishi. And Finn was a marvelously sensitive judge of people and 
surely Finn would have told his "Big Chief" 14 of his experiences in 
taking Ishi from his museum lodgings to his studio for the 
modelling sessions. A later newsclip at the time of Frolich's gift of 
the bust of Ishi to the Oakland Public Museum reads: 
Frolich says that after his study of American Indians, and Ishi in particular, he 
feels the race has been misunderstood. 
'My bust of Ishi greatly resembles the Roman type,' explains Frolich . 'The origin 
of the American Indian has never been solved. I am convinced that he came from 
the same blood as the ancient Grecians and Romans.' 15 
No greater accolade could have been given any race by a sculptor, 
and surely Finn would have conveyed this feeling to Jack London 
his "Big Chief." 
Although by London's time Indian culture had been erased by 
conquest and kindliness, the dignity of Ishi is evident throughout 
The Acorn-Planter. And the eloquence of the speeches of · Red 
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Cloud (Oglala Sioux) at popular lyceums in the 1870's, and follow-
ing the Ghost Dance excitement of the 1890's and the resulting 
massacre at Wounded Knee, South Dakota, on December 29, 
1890, made Eed Cloud the obvious choice for the leader of 
London's acorn-planters throughout the ages of this play. 16 
If you can find an old enough California Wintu Indian , or an 
indian of a tribe in your area, read to them Jack London's "Song of 
the First Man" and see if they agree that was the way fire was 
obtained by the red man or if they give you a similar story, and if 
they are Wintun they'll know about making manzanita berries into 
flour and the way of drinking manzanita cider with the knobbed 
tail of a deer . 17 Of course, if they have read any of the early 
ethnographic reports and some news articles they might also think 
they remembered or were told these things as London remembered 
or as someone told him. 
Today's Indians might tell you that the birds planted the acorns 
but there is growing discussion among California archaeologists 
and ethnologists 18 that the early California were orchardists who 
kept the brush burned off where the acorns grew and who had 
loose tribal rights to orchards of oaks in different areas. There are 
those who even suggest that the Indians traded varieties of acorns 
for planting in areas other than where they were first found. The 
hypothesis of the Indians as acorn-planters, if proven, will validate 
the central theme of London's play. Other aspects of lndianness in 
the play are obvious to the most casual student of California 
Indianology. 
As for the white man's part in The Acorn-Planter, every 
American school child knows of the white man's trek across the 
plains but only a few scholars such as London, privy to 
unpublished oral history, can guess that perhaps it was the 
Russians who wore red shirts as they explored possibly the Klamath 
and Sacramento Rivers. Also the Russians would have had to have 
been sailors first, as were all explorers, and this would have led 
London to his utilization of shipwrecked sailors and their sea 
chanties. Finn Frolich's rollicking sea chanties would have given 
London ample re-exposure to the rhythms for which he was 
seeking. London's choice of the name Sea Cunies probably sprang 
from his knowledge of the "cunner," which my dictionary says 
could either be a "small North Atlantic Coast fisc" or a "log canoe 
ostensibly used for oystering and fishing in the lower Chesapeake 
Bay." 
So, in every line he has captured the whole of the white man's 
conquest of California and the loss of Indian culture by that 
193 
conquest. But even more, he has captured the essence of the Indian 
sense of history which pays no attention to the sequence of time; 
because yesterday becomes today, and today tomorrow, and today 
again becomes yesterday. And it matters not when something 
happened. It happened, and so it is and so it will happen and so it 
will be and so it has been forever . 
London cannot help but end with an epilogue of hope for "the 
day of brotherhood, the day of Man." And we cannot but wonder 
if in 1915 Jack London caught a vision of the totality of life and its 
interrelationship to all life, that vision and understanding which 
can only come to those who have lived and observed life well . 
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ErneSitine Smutny - Book Review Editor 
THE BROKEN STONES; the Case for Early Man in California, by Herbert L. 
Minshall. Paintings and Sketches by the Author; Edited by Richard F. Pourade. 
(La Jolla, CA, Copley Books [P. 0. Box 957]1976. 166p., ill us. [part col. ], diagr., 
maps, bibliog., index. $16.50) 
Until fairly recently the earliest estimate for the initial human occupation of 
North America was 30-40,000 B.C. This date is now considered far too recent by a 
growing number of professional and amateur archeologists and geologists, including 
the late Louis S. B. Leakey, famous for his early man finds in Olduavi Gorge, East 
Africa. Some researchers are willing to push the date back to over 100,000 B.C. This 
book, written by a self-described "avocationist," presents in a clear and very 
interesting manner the data upon which such claims are based, particularly from 
California sites such as the Texas Street terrace in San Diego, the Calico Hills dig 
near Barstow (associated with Louis Leakey), and some materials from Buchanan 
Canyon, also in San Diego. The author is well aware that much of what he postu-
lates will be viewed with skepticism by the scientific community or altogether 
dismissed; however, he does make a convincing argument for at least considering a 
backward revision of the current paleolithic chronology in the New World. A 
number of other works dealing with pre-European occupations in the Americas 
have appeared in the last year. Two of the most unusual and controversial are Ivan 
Van Sertima 's They Came Before Columbus (1976) which postulates the presence of 
Negroid peoples in Mexico and Central America long before 1500 A.D. and Barry 
Fell's America, B.C. which claims Phoenician, Celtic, Libyan, and even Basque 
presence in North and Central America up to 3000 years ago. All three of these 
books, however speculative and incomplete, raise questions about the role of 
academic orthodoxy and the apparent unwillingness of many social and physical 
scientists to reexamine earlier evidence in the light of new, if unusual, theories. The 
Broken Stones is an enthusiastic examination of lithic tools and/or debris found in 
California and elsewhere which attempts to prove that early man arrived and 
flourished in California over 70,000 years ago . As the author rightly points out, 
stones are the only record we currently have older than 40,000 years in the 
Americas . Acceptance of his conclusions becomes a matter of interpretation, 
evaluation of his criteria of proof, and weighing the amount of extrapolation one is 
willing to accept . Anyone interested in early man in California should find this book 
fascinating, if inconclusive. It most certainly will engender further debate on the 
antiquity of the paleo-Indian residence on the west coast of the United States. 
Bruce La Brack, Callison College, U.O.P . 
MYRON EELLS AND THE PUGET SOUND INDIANS, by Robert H. Ruby and 
John A. Brown. (Seattle, Superior Publishing Co., 1976. 127p., illus. [part col.], 
ports., maps, diagrs., facsims ., bibliog., appendices, index. $12.95) 
Myron Eells was an extraordinary individual. Trained as a Congregational 
minister, he chose to live thirty-three years among the Indians of Western Washing-
ton, primarily at Skokomish, beginning in 1874. Eells was separated by culture and 
theology from the Native Americans of the Pacific Northwest Coast, yet he took a 
serious, if paternal, interest in their culture and languages. After twenty years he 
compiled his notes into a six volume work, which, although never published in its 
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entirety, served as a major source of data for an impressive number of articles and 
monographs (over 1250). 
Although Eells did not formally study social sciences, his ethnological and 
linguistic materials were accepted by leading journals, such as the American 
Anthropologist and the American Antiquarian, and by the U.S. Bureau of 
Ethnology . His work is not always equal to other missionary compilations (e.g. , the 
Jesuit Chronicles on the Iroquois) but it is a substantial record which is useful from 
several perspectives . For one thing, Eells made hundreds of accurate drawings and 
sketches to illustrate his text, and he arrived during the era known in the history of 
Indian legislation as "Grant's Peace Policy" when control of reservations was 
assigned to religious denominations. This meant that he was present during a crucial 
period of cultural change among the area's tribes, recording it both artistically and 
narratively. In the process he captured many elements of the local cultures which 
were soon to disappear forever. In this book the authors present a broad sampling of 
Eells' pictorial materials from the superb collection now deposited in the Penrose 
Library of Whitman College, most of which has never been published . The material 
is topically arranged in twelve chapters: subsistence, building, clothing, household 
items, personal adornment, implements, transportation, games, art and music, 
funeral customs, religion, and sacred rites (tamanous). Together they form a 
general, if superficial, introduction to the Indians of Puget Sound (defined by Eells 
as including, "the tributary waters of Hood Canal and the Strait of Juan de Fuca," 
p.9) . For the general reader who may desire additional and more recent informa-
tion, Ruby and Brown provide a useful short bibliography of suggested readings at 
the end of each chapter. Well-produced and edited, this book will serve as a 
welcome addition to many libraries, including those of non-specialists interested in 
the Indians of Puget Sound as well as Western Americanists seeking to understand 
historic Indian-White relationships. Here the attitudes and perceptions of an 
educated clergyman sympathetic toward Native Americans of a century ago are por-
trayed through his own words and art. Bruce La Brack, Callison College, U.O.P . 
BY THE SWEAT OF THEIR BROW: Mexican Immigrant Labor in the United 
States, 1900-1940, by Mark Reisler. (Westport, Conn., Greenwood Press, 1976. 
298p., notes, bibliog., index . $14.50) 
This new study of Mexican labor in the United States helps to flesh out the history 
of an American ethnic group too long unacknowledged and neglected by the public 
and by historians alike . While immigrants and other minorities in recent years at 
least have been popular subjects of study, the experience of the Mexican people in 
the United States has been obscured by the greater attention focused upon those of 
European ancestry. The author, Mark Reisler, building on the work of a few 
pioneering writers, such as Paul S. Taylor, Ernesto Galarza, Carey McWilliams, 
and also Julian Samora, offers his readers a study of Mexican immigrant labor from 
the beginning of the twentieth century through the Great Depression. 
Mexican immigrant labor has played a distinctive role in the American economy: 
Mexicans worked as contract laborers in this country long after the U.S. Congress 
prohibited such arrangements . The proximity to Mexico allowed these workers to 
view their stay in the United States as temporary and, therefore, handicapped them 
in sinking roots and building a supportive community north of the border. A further 
handicap for these foreign-born workers was the racism they found among Anglos 
which resulted in the creation of the peon image and also of de facto segregation. 
The enormous power of large growers in the Southwest, which won from the federal 
government special entry permission for Mexican laborers, and the migratory nature 
of the work in which so many engaged created a special vulnerability for these immi-
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grants. Mexican workers, caught between grower pressures and government 
indifference, if not hostility, and victimized as dwellers on the lowest rung of what 
one writer has called the "ethnic pecking order," faced an increasingly restrictionist 
public opinion. Western hemisphere immigrants had been excluded from the quota 
legislation of the post-World War One period, but a mounting campaign by 
nativists, organized labor, and social workers demanded the closing of the Mexican 
border. The increasing number of Mexicans in the United States each decade 
(accurate immigration figures do not exist) as well as their greater visibility in non-
agricultural occupations outside the Southwest intensified restrictionism. With the 
onset of the Depression, a solid front crystallized against the Mexican presence . A 
toughened observance of visa standards terminated Mexican immigration for the 
most part, until the implementation of the bracero program initiated because of 
labor shortages during World War Two. 
This mainly narrative history makes its best contribution in its consideration of 
the pn~dicament of an unwelcome village-oriented people with pre-indust rial mores 
trying to cope with modern agribusiness or the urban-industrial environment . The 
author explores the instability of Mexican communities in the North attempting to 
construct communal networks as had other immigrant groups . But the low level of 
naturalization among Mexicans, the alien character of American Catholicism, and 
even the lack of distinct ghettos of their own, all combined with other factors to 
preclude the emergence of a strong ethnic community structure . The author 
recognizes the social disorganization bred by the poverty and prejudice these 
insecure people confronted but he wisely refrains from applying the concept of the 
culture of poverty which has frequently been inappropriately utilized. Of special 
value and interest to California readers is the author's discussion of the efforts of 
Imperial Valley growers in the 1920s to secure a steady supply of Mexican labor and 
the upheaval there and in the San Joaquin Valley in the 1930s when the pickers 
organized and struck against drastically reduced wages . 
This is an interesting work , competently written, occasionally redundant, but free 
of the stylistic obscurities that so often mar writings in the social sciences. 
Sally M . Miller, College of the Pacific, U.O.P. 
WE WERE 49ers! Chilean Accounts of the Gold Rush , Translated and Edited by 
Edwin A. Beilharz and Carlo~ U. Lopez. (Pasadena, Ward Ritchie Press, 1976. 
230p., illus . , ports., bibliog. $9.95) 
Many accounts have been written of those exciting and difficult days along 
California's golden frontier of the 1850's . Seemingly whatever could be added to 
that story would merely be commentary; slightly superfluous musings or adjust-
ments. But in this collection of diaries lies some long forgotten information - facts of 
history are repeated with some clarification in detail; incidents are told from 
another perspective, sometimes by watchers removed by a lack of communicative 
skills, often by participants involved because of an extraordinary penchant for 
involvement. 
In these personal accounts we learn that the Chilean gold seekers were men 
motivated by many of the interests and inclinations which brought North Americans 
to California . The most apparent difference was in the naive and dignified nature of 
the Chileans . Here was an adventurer who lacked the practical knowledge required 
to successfully achieve his quest, who had the intelligence to acquire such know-
ledge, and who ran awry mostly because of his inability to understand that although 
he might be a man of breeding, his fellow gold seekers from the United States, 
France, Australia, or wherever else might not be so inclined to perform according to 
a social protocol. 
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Thus, in addition to valuable historical information is added a perspective gained 
from stories of atrocities and injustice and racial jealousy. What is amazing is that 
the Chilean could lose so much and yet maintain a sense of dignity and a sense of 
humour. Beilharz and Lopez have translated the diaries into excellent English while 
maintaining much of the flavor of the original Spanish. Their editorial notes and 
introduction provide invaluable analyses which prepare the reader, scholar or 
aficionado, for the wealth of information within. 
The Ward Ritchie Press has done its usual outstanding job in composing and 
printing this very fine contribution to American letters. Sketches, photographs and a 
bibliography enhance the excellence of this publication. 
James M. Shebl, Associate Director, Pacific Center for Western Studies, U.O.P . 
THE ADVENTURES OF ALEXANDER BARCLAY: Mountain Man ... A Narra-
tive of His Career, 1810 to 1855, his Memorandum Diary, 1845 to 1850, by 
George P. Hammond. (Denver, Old West Publishing Company, 1976. 246p ., 
illus. [part col.], ports., diagrs., 3 fold. maps in pocket, bibliog. , notes, 
appendices, index. $17.50) 
If there is anything uniquely significant about mountain man Alexander Barclay 
it is the many ways in which the life and endeavors of this relatively unknown 
pioneer were prototypical of the settlement of the American West , if not of the total 
frontier experience. 
True, the mundane details do not always fit. When Barclay decided to take up the 
life of a frontiersman, for instance, he was a London corset-maker- not a religious 
zealot and not a member of the "submerged tenth" to which Eric Hoffer ascribes 
pioneering potential. Once launched, however, Barclay's career on the frontier 
follows a familiar pattern. He quickly- and of necessity-adapted himself to the 
demands of the goals he set, becoming "a man of driving energy and 
resourcefulness, speculative and daring by nature, and wholly unsparing of self." 
His life story reveals a man of dreams and schemes, a man on the move, a man on 
the make. And at the end he died- not alone (he had recently taken "another rib as 
helpmate") but no doubt lonely in the fort he had built on the Santa Fe Trail, 
probably despondent and discouraged, still without the elusive fortune he had so 
long sought. Many of his personal dreams had been tried and found wanting; the 
realization of the big dream lay still in the future . 
Barclay's story is revealed with sympathy and with painstaking care in a hand-
some new book by George P. Hammond, who has edited numerous works on the 
Southwest. Rather than merely editing Barclay's letters, Hammond has also used 
Barclay's Memorandum Diary (included in the book), and other contemporary 
sources to create an appealing narrative of Barclay's achievement in the Southwest 
during a period of great change. 
Barclay, who sailed from England in 1833, subsisted on meager rations and large 
dreams during the five years he spent as farmer in Canada and bookkeeper in St. 
Louis. Almost from the start he was fascinated by the American West and the lure of 
the frontier. "What magnificent rivers are the American streams," he wrote his sister 
in London in 1837. He added, prophetically, "Every village on this river [the 
Mississippi ] may some day become a seaport, and the vast uncultivated tracts in the 
interiors, the contested spoils of empires." A year later he was on the move again-
headed west, in charge of a supply caravan going to Bent's Fort, on the Arkansas 
River. "Mountains covered with eternal snows, herds of buffalo, grizzly bears, elk, 
mountain sheep, panthers, and Indian history are not to be seen in their pristine 
state without some sacrifice," he wrote his brother. "A little more danger may be 
incurred in the Indian territory," he added, "but I shall not have to combat 
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hardship and privation as I had in Canada. Moreover, I shall be realizing money 
here of which I never had an opportunity there." 
Although still considering a visit to England, even thinking of circumnavigating 
the globe, Barclay was under the spell of the frontier. There would be no turning 
back. 
It would be a long and busy decade-four years at Bent's Fort (much of the time 
in charge) another six as a trader at places like Hardscrabble and Pueblo, and then 
the big step, acquisition of land in 1848 for his own fort and trading post . It is all 
carefully laid out in Hammond's book, as are the hassles and hard luck which 
dogged the building and operation of the fort itself. There are other intriguing 
accounts: Barclay's wild dream of raising buffalo and shipping some to England as a 
speculative venture, his losing out in bargaining for "the prettiest girl among the 
Cheyenne tribe," his sometimes stormy ten-year liaison with an eventual separation 
from Teresita. 
The meticulously reconstructed story is illustrated with Barclay's own watercolors 
of buffalo cows and calves on the prairie, his fort with his favorite horse and dog, 
and his wife Teresita. There are other illustrations as well as three folding maps in 
this large, handsome book, which would make a worthy addition to any library of 
Western and Southwest American materials . Henry Hahn, Modesto Junior College 
THE SLOW, TIRED AND EASY RAILROAD; The Story of the Stockton Terminal 
& Eastern Railroad and its Rough Roadbed to Success, by Olive Davis. Commis-
sioned by the Stockton Terminal & Eastern Railroad . (Fresno, Valley Publishers, 
1976. illus., maps, facsims., bibliog., index. $12.00) 
It is a real pleasure to review a full yet unpretentious work of local history about the 
region in which one lives; I welcome the work additionally as a geographer, as a 
railroad buff, and as a researcher in local history. Robert Eberhardt of the Bank of 
Stockton describes the volume as "a charming, yet factual chronicle" in his preface, 
and I heartily concur. This is indeed a very readable and informative study which. 
amply satisfies my needs in each of the four capacities noted above - and will 
provide the same satisfaction for many others who fit into all or any of those 
categories. 
The book is beautifully and amply illustrated, drawing from a fine collection of 
old photographs and supplemented with many interesting facsimile reproductions of 
documents , letters , and stock certificates. As a geographer I might only comment on 
the quality and short supply of maps, and hope that a second edition will remedy 
this weakness. The narrative text, well written in a readable and warm flowing 
prose, covers from the very beginning of this short-line road right up to the present; 
this too a welcome improvement on some local history studies which tend to leave 
out the history of the most recent decades. In this work the act of bringing the 
narrative down to the present adds an important sense of vitality to the earlier 
periods . 
While we might have been presented with a greater array of historical and 
statistical material in tabular form, the book contains a wealth of information which 
will make it a valuable work of reference for many years to come. The ST&E is to be 
commended for commissioning the book, and for opening its archives to Mrs. Davis . 
Would that other local businesses and institutions do the same, so that we might 
build up a series of such monographs. One day these studies will form the core of a 
definitive local history, particularly of 20th century local history (a neglected field in 
contrast to the overworked 19th century, yet just as interesting and perhaps more 
important to our understanding of the present.) We must therefore thank Mrs. 
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Davis for taking the important first step - I and others should now be inspired to 
follow with the work we have done. In the meantime it goes without saying that no 
concerned local resident , no California library, and no serious student of local 
history nor any local history collection in the West should be without this book . 
Roger Barnett, College of the Pacific, U.O .P. 
IN THIS WILD WATER: THE SUPPRESSED POEMS OF ROBINSON 
JEFFERS, by James Shebl, Foreword by Robert J. Brophy. (Pasadena, Ward 
Ritchie Press, 1976. 123p. , bibliography, chronology, notes. $9.95) 
In This Wild Water is a study of Robinson Jeffers' unknown war poems and of 
the poet's strange acquiescence in the editorial excision of these poems from his 
1948 collection , The Double Axe. Jeffers' "offense" in that book had been to wish a 
plague on mankind's runious house . When the objects of his scorn included certain 
patriotic assumptions and revered leaders of the Republic, his publishers and 
editor decided to clean up his act . With Jeffers' begrudging consent, they cut ten 
poems and "improved" some others. As if that wasn't bad enough , they even went 
so far as to publish a disclaimer in the book's preface, refusing to take 
responsibility for a work whose artistic cohesion and thematic integrity they had 
all but destroyed. 
Shebl's study of the doom-minded California poet and his dollar-conscious New 
York publisher is an intriguing one. Among other things, Jeffers' poems were an 
attempt to illumine the dark side of the American character . They offered a 
recognition of the national psyche that the nation naturally wished to evade, one 
which it managed to suppress until the events of Vietnam and Watergate made it 
too palpable to wish away. Jeffers did not live to set these events to the music of 
his classic misanthropy, but he had, in a sense, anticipated them. 
At their best , these resurrected poems share the irony, dark humor, and horror 
of war reflected in , say , the trench poetry of Siegfried Sassoon. Then too, in their 
plea for a wider understanding of man as he is (and always has been) across time, 
they illustrate the famous maxim of Santayana that those who cannot learn from 
the past are condemned to repeat it. This contention seems to have been at the 
heart of Jeffers' "treasonable" war poems. In The Double Axe, he shows us that the 
human capacity for self-destruction is not only inexplicable, but immortal. The 
sheer senselessness of man, intent on learning nothing from his predecessors and 
leaving less to his inheritors, appalled Jeffers. The Double Axe is the legacy of his 
honest doubt, a doubt which the performance of mankind since 1948 has done 
little to dispel. As excavator and explicator of Jeffers' dark (and timely) testament, 
Shebl has done the poet a highly commendable service. In an era of superscience 
and corporate statecraft, Jeffers' warnings are, if anything, even more valid for us 
now. The censors of his day are gone; the generals and politicians remain, along 
with accelerating arms races and national rivalries. Such conditions, against which 
Jeffers stormed, help explain his contemporary renaissance. In This Wild Water is 
a text which belongs on any revivalist's shelf. 
Shebl's study of the "abusive" poems of this reclusive poet offers a fresh perspec-
tive on the perpetual war waged between the artist who is in advance of his time 
and the Establishment for whom time and historical truth serve the ends of 
political and financial expediency. For Jeffers, truth had no end but itself: "To 
seek the truth ," he wrote, "is better than good works, better than survivai!Holier 
than innocence and higher than love." In that suppressed poem, Jeffers asked 
whether science should be curbed "until morality catches up ." It was called "Curb 
Science?" They curbed the poet instead. In This Wild Water "catches up" with 
him. 
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In discovering what Jeffers really said, why he said it, and why some of his 
statements were silenced , James Shebl has given us a book w hich begins with a 
scholar's curiosity and ends with eloquent insight into the power and the 
vulnerability of poetry. Howard Lachtman 
Notes From The Book Editor 
LIGHTHOUSES OF SAN FRANCISCO BAY, by Ralph C. Shanks, Jr. and Janetta 
Thompson Shanks. (San Anselmo, CA, Castano Books, 1976. 123p . , illus., 
diagrs ., bibliog. $9 .50, paper $4 .95) 
The Shanks are concerned lest the chain of California lighthouses suffer the 
neglect and destruction which was the fate of an earlier mission chain before 
California became aware of its value. Of the 59 lighthouses of California fourteen 
were built to aid navigation into and within the Bay, from Mile Rocks west of 
Golden Gate to Roe Island at the eastern end of Suisun Bay. The Shanks give the 
story of each, with pictures and anecdotes of the days before radar and automation, 
and no California library should fail to acquire their research. 
Let us hope that some way can be found to preserve this fascinating part of 
California 's maritime history. 
CALIFORNIA'S MISSION HERITAGE, by Margaret O'Neal. (San Diego, The 
Author, 1976. 88p., col. illus ., sketch map, bibliog. $24.85 postpaid) 
Mrs . O'Neal's love for the missions and her years of historical study are clearly 
reflected in these carefully drawn water color paintings and brief historical sketches 
of the twenty-one mission sites that formed the California Mission chain. Intro-
ductory chapters give a review of Spanish exploration and settlement, and Dr. Coke 
Wood has provided the Preface. Only 500 copies were printed of this charming 
addition to Mission literature. 
THE RELIGIOUS HERITAGE OF SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA, a Bicentennial 
Survey, edited by Msgr. Francis J. Weber . (Los Angeles, Interreligious Council of 
Southern California [3460 Wilshire Blvd., Suite 1012], 1976. ll9p. paper, 
$3.00) 
Eight distinguished scholars and churchmen relate the history and accomplish-
ments of the major religious groups of Southern California - Jewish, Roman 
Catholic, Orthodox, Protestant, Latter-Day Saints and Eastern religions. 
200 TRAILS TO GOLD: A Guide to Promising Old Mines and Hidden Lodes 
Throughout the West, by Samuel B. Jackson. (New York, Doubleday & Com-
pany, 1976. 348p., facsims . $8.95) 
Jackson's "Trails" describes the known mineral-bearing areas of the Southeast and 
their famous mines, together with all ascertainable details of lucky finds and lost 
strikes. The confusing "sameness" of the mountains and deserts may yet yield untold 
wealth to the persistent - and lucky - prospector. 
BLACKS IN THE WEST, by W. Sherman Savage. Contributions in Afro-American 
and African Studies number 23 . (Westport, Conn., Greenwood Press, 1976. 
230p., notes, bibliog. , index. $14.95) 
Savage's thoroughly researched and well-written account gives an overview of the 
part the black American played in the opening of the West . Every library in the 
country- both school and public - should be able to offer its patrons this proud story 
of black effort and accomplishment. 
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WILDFLOWERS OF THE PACIFIC NORTHWEST From Alaska to Northern 
California, by Lewis J. Clark; Edited by John G . Trelawny. (Sidney, British 
Columbia, Gray's Publishing Ltd., distributed by Superior Publishing Company, 
1976. 604p., col. illus., bibliog., index . $49.95) 
Magnificent color plates and careful descriptions illustrate and identify hundreds 
of flowering plants and shrubs that flourish in the Pacific Northwest from the San 
Francisco Bay to Alaska. 
The heavily weighted paper enhances the quality of the more than 640 color re-
productions and makes browsing a delight, while the botanical and historical notes, 
which cover nearly 900 species, will furnish much interesting information beyond 
the answer to the perennial question of "what flower is that?" 
SELECTED WRITINGS OF JOAQUIN MILLER, Edited with Introduction and 
Notes by Alan Rosenus; Drawings by Joaquin Miller. (Eugene, Oregon, Urion 
Press [P. 0. Box 2266], 1976. 268p., illus., ports., notes . $9 .95) 
Joaquin Miller was a splendid paradox of a man, but his writings - exuberant, 
vibrant, more akin to conversation than composition and filled with tenderness and 
compassion- mark him as a man for all ages. The sketches, reproduced here for the 
first time, are strangely reminiscent of the early impressionists and surrealists and 
add yet another fascinating and inscrutable element to the legend of the "Poet of the 
Sierra." 
MARITIME MEMORIES OF PUGET SOUND in Photographs and text by Joe 
Williamson and Jim Gibbs. (Seattle, Superior Publishing Company, 1976. 184p., 
illus. $12.95) 
The wealth of photographs that support and illuminate Gibbs' text adds a valu-
able dimension to this montage of maritime history and anecdotes. 
CAPITAL NAMES: Individuals Woven Into Oregon's History, by Philip Cogswell, 
Jr. (Portland, Oregon Historical Society, 1977. 133p., illus ., ports., maps, 
facsims. $12.00, paper $6.00) 
Cogswell presents brief biographies of one hundred and fifty-eight men and 
women whose names appear on the walls of the Oregon House and Senate 
Chambers, showing how the lives of these men and women affected the history of 
Oregon. 
THE BITTER ISSUE: The Right to Work Law in Arizona, by Michael S. Wade. 
(Tucson, The Arizona Historical Society, 1976. Its Historical Monograph no. 5. 
151p., illus., ports., facsims., bibliog., footnotes, index. $10 .00, paper $6.00) 
The closed vs the open shop - compulsory union membership vs the "right to 
work" - has been a bitter issue not only in Arizona but in much of the nation. Wade 
traces the background of labor strife in Arizona from pre-statehood days through the 
passage of a right to work law in 1946 to the Taft Hartley Act and to the attempt to 
repeal the section giving states the power to pass right to work laws. 
There is little question that this hotly contested issue is not dead nor truly 
quiescent , but that it will continue to be a political firebrand. 
THE LATIN AMERICAN POLICY OF WARREN G. HARDING, by Kenneth J. 
Grieb. (Fort Worth, Texas Christian University Press, 1976. Its Monographic 
History and Culture Series no 13. 223p., notes, bibliog., index. paper, $5.00) 
It is refreshing to read a "revisionist" history which rehabilitates rather than 
denigrates its subject. Grieb has thoroughly studied the role played by Harding in 
U.S. relations with Latin America during his administration, devoting separate 
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chapters to various problems. Harding emerges as a capable and skillful politician-
diplomat with a greater understanding of the temperament and aspirations of this 
important area than any of his predecessors. 
There is no doubt that his policies resulted in greatly improved relations and that 
he was the executive primarily responsible for replacing military intervention with 
diplomatic persuasion and mutual cooperation to ease tensions . 
COLONIAL RUSSIAN AMERICA: Kyrill T. Khlebnikov's Reports, 1817-1832, 
Translated with introduction and notes by Basil Dmytryshyn and E. A. 
Crownhart-Vaughan. (Portland, Oregon Historical Society, 1976. 158p., 
facsimile ill us., maps, appendices, index. $12.00, paper $6.50) 
The fact that few accounts are available by Russian and Oriental travelers along 
the Pacific Coast of America led the Oregon Historical Society to inaugurate its 
North Pacific Studies. Colonial Russian America, the second in the series and the 
second Russian account, makes available in English for the first time important 
material gathered for the Russian American Company by Khlebnikov, who served 
as official of the Company in America for some seventeen years. 
An educated and intelligent man, Khlebnikov made notes not only of business 
transactions and economic opportunities but of geography, climate, native popula-
tions, history and folklore. This volume, including his notes on "New Arkhangel" 
and Fort Ross, will be of special interest to all California libraries, but Western 
history collectors will want the entire series. 
SITTING BULL: The Years in Canada, by Grant McEwan. (Edmonton, Hurtig 
Publishers, [10560-105 St .] 1976, c1973. 221p., notes, index. $8.95, paper 
$4.95) 
Now available in paperback, Sitting Bull is a sympathetic and balanced account 
of a great chief's last years . No one who reads of the valiant and hopeless attempt the 
Sioux made to defend their lands and their way of life against the white invaders 
will doubt that Sitting Bull is a truly heroic figure and a lasting inspiration to his 
people. 
THE CH ARACTER AND INFLUENCE OF THE INDIAN TRADE IN WISCON-
SIN; A Study of the Trading Post as an Institution, by Frederick Jackson Turner. 
Edited and with an introduction by David Harry Miller and William W. Savage, 
Jr. (Norman, University of Oklahoma Press, 1977. 92p . , notes, index. $8.95) 
Turner's doctoral thesis was originally issued as the John Hopkins University 
Studies in Historical and Political Science, Ninth Series v . ll-12 (1891) . This reprint 
contains a new introduction which indicates the pivotal position of Turner's work in 
the development of historiography. 
WILLIAM CLARK, Jeffersonian Man on the Frontier, by Jerome 0 . Steffan . 
(Norman, University of Oklahoma Press, 1977. 196p. , illus., ports., notes, 
bibliog., index. $8 .95) 
Although Clark is widely known for his part in the famous expedition his later life 
is largely ignored. This book traces his active career as territorial governor, fur 
trader , Indian agent and Superintendent of Indian Affairs. 
PINIKINDU: Maternal Nurture, Paternal Substance, by Brenda Johnson Clay. 
Chicago, University of Chicago Press, 1977 . 173p., notes, glossary, index. 
$14.00) 
The Northern Mandak of New Ireland (Papua New Guinea) are matrilineal, a 
fact which makes this study of their cultural symbols and kinship idiom of special 
interest. 
204 
THE FORESTS OF THE SEA: Life and Death on the Continental Shelf, by John L. 
Culliney. (San Francisco, Sierra Club Books, 1976. 290p., illus., sketch maps, 
bibliog ., index . $9.95) 
Perhaps our last true earthly frontier is the vast and little-known edge of the 
continents, the incredibly rich and varied underwater shelf which supports a 
teeming population of plant and animal life. 
The interdependent life of the sea is now threatened with destruction as complete 
as that of many extinct and endangered species of the world of air. Culliney 
discusses five regions of the shelf: New England, the Atlantic margin, the Gulf of 
Mexico, the Pacific border, and Alaska and the Arctic, tracing the life cycles of 
representative inhabitants of each region. 
By documenting the damages already inflicted Culliney alerts us to the magnitude 
of the task we face in avoiding an ecocatastrophe which could devastate the fragile 
and irreplacable life of the underwater world. 
OCEANIA AND BEYOND: Essays on the Pacific Since 1945, edited by Frank P . 
King. (Westport, Conn., Greenwood Press, 1976. 265p . , maps, bibliog., notes, 
index. $22.50) 
Sixteen thought-provoking essays by authors of varying professions and interests 
discuss the islands and regions of Oceania from the "the inside and the outside," that 
is, the internal development of the area itself and its relationship to the industrial 
nations which influence and, to some degree, dominate it. 
King's introduction serves to introduce and unify the essays, and a series of 
excellent maps by Duane Stormont illustrates the potential and problems of this vast 
and little understood island world. 
ISSUES AND IDEAS IN AMERICA, Edited by Benjamin H. Taylor and Thurman 
J. White. (Norman, University of Oklahoma Press, 1976. 380p., notes, bibliog. , 
index. $19.95) 
Nineteen professors offer here a "selective view of some of America's achieve-
ments since 1776." Legal, political, economic, social, educational, psychological, 
scientific, medical and ecological topics are discussed, illustrating the American 
willingness to experiment with alternatives and the tradition of freedom of inquiry. 
Well-written and thought provoking, these essays deserve a careful reading. 
EXHIBIT HANDBOOK FOR THE SMALL MUSEUM, A Handbook, by Arminta 
Neal with an Introductory Essay by H. J. Swinney. (Nashville, American Asso-
ciation for State and Local History, 1976. 169p., illus., appendices. paper, 
$8.00, AASLA members $6.00) 
Intended to build on rather than repeat the earlier "Help! For the Small Museum" 
this handbook stresses the importance of complete and even-handed coverage of our 
varied heritage. Each community has its own individuality and its own "ethnic 
mix," and the. local museum can use its own resources to mount exhibits to appeal to 
its clientele . 
Many clear diagrams show the construction of various cases and props, and there 
are numerous aids to help carry an idea from its inception to exhibition. 
THE EMPIRE OF XIBALBA, by Anthony McLoughlin. With maps, photographs 
and illustrations by the author. (New York, Vantage Press, 1976. 134p., illus., 
notes , glossary. $6.50) 
McLoughlin, who holds degrees in archaeology and anthropology, presents 
evidence of an advanced new world civilization which apparently flowered and 
died before Columbus opened the route for Spanish conquest. 
205 
THE WIND AND THE BOOK, Memoirs of a Country Doctor, by David D. 
Browne. (Carlton, Vic., Melbourne University Press, distributed by ISBS, Inc ., 
1976. 16lp. $16.50) 
The story of a rural doctor's trials and triumphs is of perennial interest, and this 
modestly told but truly impressive saga is a record of dedication and achievement 
which will have wide appeal. 
THE SCOTTISH TRADITION IN CANADA, Edited by W. Stanford Reid. 
(Toronto, McClelland and Stewart in Association with the Multiculturalism 
Program, Department of the Secretary of State of Canada, 1976. 324p., illus., 
bibliog ., notes, appendix, index. paper, $5 .95) 
In recognition of the many ethnic groups which have helped Canada grow and 
flourish, the Citizenship Branch of the Department of the Secretary of State is 
commissioning "histories specifically directed to the background, contributions and 
problems of various cultural groups in Canada." 
Both scholarly and readable, this volume of the series traces the vital role of the 
Scots, the third largest ethnic group, in the development of Canada. 
THE TENCO STORY, 1913-1976, by Karen Beatie Olson; Kenneth D . Beatie 
Editor and Consultant. (Sacramento, Tenco Tractor, 1976. 1 v., unpaged, illus., 
ports., maps, facsims. Distributed gratis by the Publishers) 
Caterpillar tractors are well-known to all Californians, and the Tenco Story is 
part of our local history . 
NEWS FROM MOLOKAI; Letters between Peter Kaeo and Queen Emma, 
1873-1876, Edited, with Introduction and Notes, by Alfons L. Korn. (Honolulu, 
University of Hawaii Press, 1976. 345p., ports . , facsims., notes, appendix, 
indexes. $14.95) 
One hundred and twenty-two letters between cousins offer an intimate view into 
Hawaiian politics and history. Ample notes and explanations of references to con-
temporary events enable the reader to appreciate the complex nuances of the 
Hawaiian royal tradition. 
THE VOYAGE TO MAREGE'; Macassan Trepangers in Northern Australia, by 
C. C. Macknight. (Carleton, Melbourne University Press, distributed by ISBS 
[P. 0. Box 535, Forest Grove, OR 97116]1976. 175p., illus., [part col.], ports., 
maps, tables, appendices, notes, bibliog., index. $27.50) 
The trepang, or edible sea-slug prized by Chinese gourmets, was Australia's first 
commercially exploited resource. From at least the 17th century to the early years of 
the twentieth fleets of small vessels from the South Celebes annually sailed to 
the Northern Australian coast to harvest and dry trepang and incidentally trade 
with the Aborigines - a trade important in clearly recognizing Australia's contacts 
with the outside world. 
AMERICAN ISSUES: Understanding Who We Are, edited by William T. Alderson . 
(Nashville, American Association for State and Local History, 1976. 144p., 
bibliog. paper, $2.95) 
As part of the Bicentennial "celebration and cerebration" the National Endow-
ment for the Humanities sponsored, through the American Association for State and 
Local History, a series of nine essays to highlight nine central themes in the 
development of our nation . These essays, by distinguished scholars, were issued 
monthly to spark discussion and exhibits. 
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CROWN AND NOBILITY 1450-1509, by J. R. Lander. (Montreal , MeGill-
Queen's University Press, 1976. 340p., appendices, index. $23 .50) 
Lander devoted most of his scholarly life to research in fifteenth century history, 
and this volume reprints and supplements articles published between 1956 and 
1973. 
The background of the royal power - the relationship between king and peer -
helps clarify an understanding of the intrigues, political maneuverings and 
alliances that continued into the great Age of Exploration and the exploitation of the 
New World. 
AISLIN: 150 Caricatures. (Edmonton, Hurtig Publishers, 1975. Unpaged (108p.), 
chiefly ill us. paper, $2 .95) 
This third collection of Terry Mosher's irreverent (but highly relevant) caricatures 
offers a bi-lingual Canadian commentary on the world - and the U .S. 
THE PEOPLES OF UTAH, edited by Helen Z. Papanikolas. (Salt Lake City, 
Utah State Historical Society, 1976 . 499p ., illus., notes, bibliog. $7 .50) 
The Indians of Utah: Gosiute, Utes, Paiutes, Navajos, were left largely un-
disturbed in their ancestral lands until the advent of the Mormons in 1847. 
Although to these newcomers the Indians were candidates for conversion rather 
than conquest, the tide of immigration brought the loss of "their traditional 
freedoms and their ancient lands." 
The first wave of settlers, the Mormons, came seeking refuge from persecution, 
and they rapidly increased their numbers through the ingathering of converts 
from far and near, chiefly from English-speaking lands or northern Europe. 
The success of the Mormons in colonizing, however, soon brought railroads and 
developed mining, so that hordes of non-Mormons soon began to make their 
presence felt in an increasingly pluralistic society. 
These fourteen essays, by eighteen authors, give the most complete picture to 
be found in a single publication of the many peoples of Utah: Indian, Anglo-
Saxon, Scandinavian, Black, Jewish, Oriental, Slavic, Greek, Continental, 
Middle Eastern and Spanish-speaking. The writing is of uniformally high quality, 
and the survey of each national group is told from its first appearance to the 
present. 
MENDOCINO COUNTY REMEMBERED, An Oral History, by Bruce Levene and 
William Bradd, Lana Krasner, Gloria Petrykowski, Rosalie Zucker. Volume I 
(A-L) . Foreword by Lawrence C . Jorgensen. Photographs from the collection of: 
Nannie Escola, Robert Lee, Mendocino County Museum. (Fort Bragg, CA, 
Mendocino County Historical Society, 1976. 299p., illus., index. paper $8.35 
postpaid) 
One hundred and fifty interviews were made especially for this Bicentennial 
project, and fifty others selected from existing records to make a fitting total of two 
hundred . Ninety-three are included in this initial volume. 
LEWIS AND CLARK'S AMERICA, (Seattle, Seattle Art Museum, 1976. 2 vols., 
illus . (part color), maps, bibliog. paper, boxed, $10.00) 
This attractive two-volume boxed set honors the 1803-06 expedition of Lewis and 
Clark, one of the most important and successful in U.S. history. The first volume 
honors the expedition , the second is a photo essay of a modern retracing of the 
explorers' route . 
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THIS WAS SHEEP RANCHING YESTERDAY AND TODAY, by Virginia Paul. 
(Seattle, Superior Publishing Company, 1976. 176p., illus., ports., sketch maps, 
facsims, selected references, index. $14.95) 
Mrs. Paul has now done for sheep ranching what she earlier accomplished for 
cattle ranching (Pacific Historian, Fall 1974). A wealth of pictures illustrates the 
history of sheep raising from early days to the present, with the major emphasis on 
the West. 
CONSTRUCTION OF HOOVER DAM; A Historic Account Prepared in Coopera-
tion with the Department of the Interior Bureau of Reclamation . (Las Vegas, KC 
Publications, 1976. 48p., ill us., diagrs. paper, $1.00) 
This is the twenty-seventh edition of the technical story of the world's largest 
dam. Seven hundred and twenty-six feet high, it is an engineering marvel. 
FOR WHOM ARE THE STARS? by Albertine Loomis. (Honolulu, University Press 
of Hawaii and Friends of the Library of Hawaii, 1976. 229p., illus., ports., maps 
on lining paper, bibliography. $9.95) 
Based on formidable research and using unique contemporary materials only 
recently discovered, this "informal history of the overthrow of the Hawaiian 
monarchy in 1893 and the ill-fated counterrevolution it evoked" has the verve and 
suspense of a good historical novel. 
TRffiES OF CALIFORNIA, by Stephen Powers, with an introduction and notes by 
Robert F. Heizer. (Berkeley, University of California Press, 1976. 480p., illus., 
notes, index. $20.00, paper, $5.95) 
Powers' work, printed in 1877 as volume III of the U.S. Dept. of the Interior's 
Contribution to North American Ethnology, is still basic to the study of the 
California Indians. 
R. F. GRIGSBY'S SIERRA MADRE JOURNAL, 1864, edited by E . H. Boudreau. 
(Sebastopol, CA, Pleasant Hill Press, 1976. 88p., port., index. paper, $6.00) 
Although Grigsby kept journals of most of his trips and fully intended to publish 
at least some of them, fire and other hindrances interfered, and only recently did 
Boudreau learn of the existence of this record of an 1864 trip to Mexico. 
GREENHOUSING FOR PURPLE THUMBS, by DX Fenton . Drawings by Maggie 
Baylis and Roy Killeen. (San Francisco, 101 Productions, 1976. 192p., illus., 
index. paper, $4.95) 
This is a complete guide to what, how and why for the prospective glass gardener. 
NATIONAL PARKS OF THE NORTHWEST, by Bob and Ira Spring. Text by 
Harvey Manning, maps: Helen Sherman and Marge Mueller. (Seattle, Superior 
Publishing Company, 1976. 184p ., illus. (part color), maps. $27.50) 
THE NATIONAL PARKS OF AMERICA, by Stewart L. Udall and the Editors of 
Country Beautiful. (Waukesha, Wise., Country Beautiful, 1972. 226p., illus ., 
$22.50) 
''National Parks" is too restrictive for the first of these handsome books, since it 
includes monuments, a recreation area and a wildlife refuge as well. Actually, its 
eleven chapters could have been separate booklets on different federally protected 
areas. The National Parks of America reprints and updates a popular 1966 overview 
of the entire National Parks systems, truly one of America's great glories. 
208 
THE WAY IT WAS: The Colorful History of Tulare County, by Annie R. Mitchell . 
(Fresno, Valley Publishers, 1976. 165p., ill us ., ports., facsims, sketch maps, 
bibliog., index . $14.50) 
A combination of sound historical knowledge, felicitous prose and nearly 200 
contemporary illustrations has resulted in an absorbing and wide-ranging history of 
Tulare from the days of the Yokuts to the recent past. After chapters on agriculture, 
ranching, badmen, the high country, etc ., the final chapter briefly describes the 
towns of Tulare from Allensworth, founded as an all -black community, to Yettem, 
which means "Garden of Eden ." 
CRIMES AND CAREER OF TIBURCIO VASQUEZ, compiled by Millard F . Hoyle 
Of the Evening Free Lance and reprinted in a limited Bicentennial Printing . 
(Hollister, San Benito County Historical Society, 1976. 40p ., ill us. , ports. , 
facsims . paper, $3.00) 
First published in 1927 as a series of articles and then as a paperback, this life of 
Vasquez was compiled from contemporary newspaper accounts, eyewitness reports 
and the bandit's own story of his life . 
THE COLORADANS, by Robert G. Athearn. (Albuquerque, University of New 
Mexico Press, 1976. 430p. , illus. , ports., facsims., notes, bibliog., essay, maps, 
index. $15.00) 
Social and cultural anecdotes enliven the pages of this "centennial history" of a 
colorful state. Athearn combines scholarship and style to produce an authoritative 
volume which can be read for sheer enjoyment as well as profit. 
MAGNIFICENT DERELICTS; A Celebration of Older Buildings, by Ronald 
Woodall. (Vancouver, B.C. , J. J. Douglas Ltd. 149p ., 176 col. illus ., index. 
$29 .95) 
Meticulously detailed "portraits" of abandoned and doomed buildings are 
beautifully printed in a handsome volume worthy of coffee-table display. Woodall's 
text increases the viewer's appreciation for these relics of folk architecture. 
DAKOTA TWILIGHT: The Standing Rock Sioux, 1874-1890, by Edward A. Milli-
gan. (New York, Exposition Press, 1976. 190p., illus., ports . , appendices, 
bibliog ., notes , index. $8.50) 
This bitter story of the Sioux and the white man is based on government reports 
and interviews with Indians who had first- or second-hand knowledge of the events 
described. A century after Custer's Last Stand, the Pyrrhic victory that broke the 
Nation, the Sioux still lives on barren reservations where he can never be self-
supporting. 
THE TASTE OF TIME, by Ferol Egan . (New York, McGraw-Hill Book Company, 
1977. 2llp . $9.95) 
Egan uses knowledge gained from historical research and his own heritage in this 
Western saga of the lure of gold and adventure, the good guys and the bad guys -
and the strange fates that await even the elderly. 
WATSONVILLE: Memories that Linger, by Betty Lewis. (Fresno , Valley Pub-
lishers, 1976. 220p ., illus ., ports., facsims. , bibliog., index . $10 .00) 
Filled with nostalgic reminiscences and nearly 200 contemporary pictures, th is 
well-researched and interesting collection of Watsonvilleiana promises to be the 
beginning of a complete history of one of California's older small towns. 
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COLORADO MINING; A Photographic History, by Duane A. Smith. (Albuquer-
que, University of New Mexico Press, 1977. 176p., illus., facsims., sketch maps, 
bibliographical essay, index. $13.50) 
Although Smith states that this is not a comprehensive history of Colorado mining 
(if indeed a single volume could ever suffice) it is a good general overview of mining 
from the booms and busts from Pike's Peak gold to the present. Gold and silver, 
uranium, iron, coal and oil are only a few of the metals and minerals which have 
given Colorado a total production whose combined value is over an incredible $8 
billion dollars. 
SHIPWRECKS in PARADISE; An Informal Marine History of the Hawaiian 
Islands, by Jim Gibbs. (Seattle, Superior Publishing Company, 1977. 183p., 
illus . , facsims ., index (of ships). $13 .95) 
Gibbs writes not only of shipwrecks but also of history, commerce, culture clash, 
pirates, whaling, ship designs, the reefs, and lighthouses designed to save the ships 
from them. As usual, he laces his facts with absorbing stories of the people who 
built, sailed, profited from or perished with these playthings of the sea and gales. 
EARLY ARCHITECTURE IN NEW MEXICO, by Bainbridge Bunting. (Albuquer-
que, University of New Mexico Press, 1976. 122p., ill us., diagrs., bibliog., index. 
$12.95) 
New Mexico's unique architectural heritage is examined from the earliest pit-
houses of 400-700 AD through the height of the Pueblo period, the Spanish and 
American intrusions and the post-railroad era to the present revival of interest in the 
so-called Spanish-Pueblo style. The pictures and scholarly text offer an irresisitible 
attraction to anyone who has fallen under the spell of New Mexico's serene beauty. 
A GOVERNOR'S WIFE ON THE MINING FRONTIER: The Letters of Mary 
Edgerton From Montana, 1863-1865. Edited and with an Introduction by James 
L . Thane, Jr . (Salt Lake City, Published by the Tanner Trust Fund, University 
of Utah Library, 1976. 148p., illus., ports., maps on lining paper, index. 
Edition limited to 1250 copies. $8.95) 
Mrs. Edgerton was Montana's first First Lady, but her life on the rough frontier 
differed only a little from that of other pioneer women. Thane fills in background 
and detail to supplement her homesick letters to friends "At home." 
THE UNITED STATES FOREST SERVICE: A Historical Bibliography, 1876-1972, 
Compiled by Gerald Ogden. A Cooperative Project by the Agriculture History 
Group, Economic Research Service, U.S. Department of Agriculture, the Agri-
culture History Center, and the U.S. Forest Service. (Davis, Agriculture History 
Center, 1976. 439p., index . paper, free) 
A LIST OF REFERENCES FOR THE HISTORY OF GRAPES, WINES, AND 
RAISINS IN AMERICA. Compiled by Guy J. Guttadauro. A Cooperative Project 
by the Agricultural History Group, Economic Research Service, U.S. Department 
of Agriculture, and the Agricultural History Center. (Davis, Agriculture History 
Center, 1976. 70p., index. paper, free) 
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The Oregon Shakespearean 
Festival at Ashland 
JosEPHINE EvANS HARPHAM (Mrs. Everett) 
The Oregon Shakespearean Festival, a presentation of Shake-
speare's plays in the Shakespearean manner, which is held 
annually in Ashland from late July through early September, is 
now internationally known for its excellence. It grew from local 
needs and talents and a dream in the imaginative mind of Angus 
L. Bowmer, teacher of Shakespeare at Ashland's Southern Oregon 
College of Education . 
From his earliest years Bowmer has been interested in theatre 
and everything pertaining to it. He graduated from Bellingham 
Normal School, and went on to the University of Washington to 
take graduate study in literature and speech arts. There he worked 
under B. Iden Payne, later director of Shakespear Memorial 
Theatre at Stratford, England. On one occasion he asked Payne 
why he did not write a book explaining the production of Shake-
speare's plays on the Elizabethan stage, and Payne replied that 
that was something which should be done rather than written 
about, a reply that took root in Bowmer's mind . 
In 1935 when Bowmer was teaching at Southern Oregon 
College, Ashland, he felt that a theatre would fill an obvious need 
for conveying a full appreciation of Shakespeare. One day while 
walking through lovely Lithia Park, he passed the abandoned and 
dilapidated Chauteuqua shell, and considered the idea that it 
might be converted into an Elizabethan stage. The Ashland 
Chamber of Commerce took up the plan, realizing that the climate 
and natural attractions of the city and surrounding country would 
lend themselves to a site for a Shakespearean festival. Works Pro-
ject Administration funds were found to build an Elizabethan 
stage within the old Chautauque oval, and Angus Bowmer 
brought his production of "Merchant of Venice" from the college 
and rehearsed "Twelfth Night" as a companion piece. 
Some were skeptical as to the drawing power of Shakespeare, 
and a boxing match was added to the program. As it turned out 
that receipts from the plays paid the deficit from the boxing 
match, Shakespeare's ability to hold his own has not been ques-
tioned since that time . 
During the first year of the Festival and for several years there-
after, Bowmer was ably assisted by Robert Steadman as technical 
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advisor; by a young student, William Cottrell, as assistant director, 
and by Lois Bowmer as art director and designer of costumes. The 
second year (1936) was the organization of the Festival Association, 
with civic, cultural and business leaders acting as officers, directors 
and technicians. The previous season's plays were repeated and 
"Romeo and Juliet" was added to the repertory. 
Later in 1936, Professor Bowmer took a leave of absence to 
study in Europe. Much of his time was spent in England, visiting 
art galleries, museums and estates to observe and absorb costuming 
and historical data of the Elizabethan period. He attended perfor-
mances at the famous Stratford Memorial and Old Vic Theatres 
and did considerable research at the British Museum. 
Benefitting by increasing experience, the Festival's repertory by 
1939 had been increased to four plays. "Taming of the Shrew" was 
taken on tour through California and to the San Francisco World's 
Fair. In 1940, however, a disastrous fire broke·out just after open-
ing night, and practically destroyed the stage and the entire ward-
robe. But everyone carried on in the traditional manner until the 
close of the season. Then World War II began and Festival 
productions were suspended for six years. 
About this time, Angus Bowmer attended a Stanford University 
drama conference. It was while studying at Stanford, later, that he 
met and worked with the late Margery Bailey, James San doe and 
other authorities and scholars on Shakespeare and enlisted their 
interest and their participation in the Festival at Ashland . 
Though Bowmer went into the U.S. Army in 1942, he was later 
released to essential industry, and worked for Douglas Aircraft 
Company and then for motion picture laboratories in Hollywood. 
In 1945 he returned to Ashland and the teaching staff of Southern 
Oregon College. With the war hardly over, everything was at a 
low ebb, only a few students were enrolled in his field, and there 
was a gaping hole where his fine Elizabethan stage had been. 
Early in the spring of 1947, William Healy, the secretary of the 
Ashland Chamber of Commerce, asked Professor Bowmer if he 
would consider re-establishing the Shakespearean Festival. The 
latter replied that if the people of Ashland and adjacent vicinity 
wanted it and would cooperate wholeheartedly, he would be 
willing to do more than his part. Among first considerations in 
beginning again was the construction of a new stage . Though some 
held the opinion that certain adjustments should be made to 
modern times, modern audience and the modern stage, Bowmer 
strongly believes that Shakespeare's way of doing things on the 
Elizabethan stage cannot be improved. He has emphasized the fact 
212 
that Shakespeare used words to accomplish what realistic scenery 
does now, something which is really an encumbrance when Shake-
speare is produced in the modern manner. In modern productions, 
too, anywhere from a quarter to a third of a Shakespeare play has 
to be cut for lack of time . When an uncut version of Hamlet" was 
played in New York several years ago as a special experiment, it 
took between six and seven hours. On the Ashland stage it would 
take about two and a half hours . 
With all this in mind, then, the improved new stage was con-
structed - partly from theory, no accurate picture of any Shake-
spearean stage having come down to posterity, and partly from 
conjecture, for the original contract for the Fortune (a playhouse 
resembling Shakespeare's Globe) is in existence, and the dimensions 
of the Ashland stage have been based on the latter. The general 
size of the stage and the number of different playing areas seem to 
have been duplicated in all theaters of Shakespeare's time. One 
important deviation, in matters pertaining to the stage, is the use 
of curtains between the forward pillars, which gives another play-
ing area and allows properties to be set further forward . This is 
possible on the Ashland stage because the audience does not crowd 
around three sides of the acting area as it did in the playwright's 
time. 
The Festival has gradually grown in popularity and prestige, 
demanding the best planning cooperation of the entire community. 
Professor Bowmer has been in charge of the Festival since its incep-
tion, except for one or two brief periods when he was on leave for 
further study. Initially he acted in and directed all the plays, but 
he is now Development Consultant with many other responsi-
bilities. Through the years, able assistants, however, were Director 
of Education, the late Margery Bailey, General Manager, William 
Patton, Publicity Director, Carl Ritchie, and Mrs . Bowmer 
(Gertrude Butler), who assisted in the publicity department and 
kept an eye on endless details. 
Intersting projects have developed from or grown out of the 
Shakespearean Festival, attracting brilliant students and distin-
guished teachers from all over the country . Through the late 
Margery Bailey's Institute of Renaissance Studies, college credit is 
granted for its students through both Southern Oregon College and 
Stanford . In the college library there is the Margery Bailey 
Renaissance Collection and other data pertaining to the Festival 
and to Shakespeare's time. 
At present Professor Horner Swander is the Director of the Insti-
tute of Renaissance Studies. In addition to directing the 
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Educational Wing of the Oregon Shakespearean Festival, he is a 
professor of English at University of California at Santa Barbara, 
California; Director of Santa Barbara Center for Dramatic 
Teaching, and a member of the editorial board of the Shakespeare 
Quarterly . Under Dr. Swander's direction, the Institute has grown 
immeasurably . 
In 1948 the Festival began its program of doing Shakespeare's 
h istory plays in order, a feature which has proved of great interest 
to Festival patrons. In later years concerts of Elizabethan music 
have been made available and the Association has received some 
unique and valuable Elizabethan musical instruments as gifts . 
Since 1951 the Shakespearean Festival has given an annual nation-
wide radio broadcast over N .B.C. in addition to radio productions 
heard on N.B.C.'s Monitor, in Europe on Voice of America and 
over Armed Forces radio and television . 
Through the years there has been a steady increase in attend-
ance at the Festival. After the 1958 season , the old stage was 
condemned and had to be torn down. A fund-raising effort was 
undertaken and the theatre's patrons contributed the needed 
$275,000. The new stage dedicated in 1959 is the only one of its 
kind in existence. Patterned after the Fortune Theatre of Shake-
speare's London , it was built to the known dimensions in the 
sixteenth century Henslowe and Alleyn-Peter Street contract for 
the original Fortune. 
Another highlight was the construction of the Angus Bowmer 
Theatre in 1969, where a wide selection of plays are held through-
out the year . 
The 1960 season saw an innovation in the production of the first 
non-Shakespearean play, John Webster's "The Duchess of Malfi," 
performed twice in August. "The Alchemist," by Ben Johnson, was 
the 1961 addition to the schedule of four Shakespearean plays. 
Oregon may well be proud of the Ashland Shakespearean 
Festival, of Angus L. Bowmer, and his excellent staff, and all those 
in southern Oregon and elsewhere who have contributed to the 
memorable success of this inspiring project. 
FOOTNOTE 
Festival Musical Director for 1977 is Mark Wardenburg . 
From June 11 through September 18, 1977 the following plays will be given : 
Elizabethan Stage House: Merchant of Venice; Anthony and Cleopatra; Henry VI, 
Part II I, and at Black Swan: Moon for the Misbegotten. 
At the Angus Bowmer Theatre : The Rivals; Measure for Measure, and Street Car 
Named Desire 
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- -JOSE MATIAS MORENO 
, 
Jefe Politico de la Frontera 
Baja California 1861-1862 
PART II 
RoBERT W. LoNG 
Courtesy Tit le Ins. & Trust, San Diego 
Many Americans tcere against 
Mendoza - Most outspoken 
was Ben;amin Ignatus Hayes 
... .... ' 
When Jose Matias Moreno took over the office of Jefe Politico 
de la Frontera, on March 11, 1861, he found that he had inherited 
a number of serious problems. 
The entire civil, milita1y and judicial systems were in urgent 
need of reorganization. The bloody struggle between Sainz, 
Mendoza and Esparza had left La Frontera in a chaotic state. 
Foreigners, especially Americans, had been allowed to make use 
of the natural resources of the area with little or no regard for law. 
Foreign vessels were fishing and hunting sea otter in Mexican 
waters and apparently little effort had been made to control them. 
Foreigners were operating the salt concessions at San Quintin 
without paying the rent due on them or the export taxes on the 
salt. The treasury records were in great disorder and needed to 
be audited by a competent individual. Municipal governments 
needed to be organized or reorganized so elections could be held. 
Municipal judges needed to be appointed, but few qualified 
persons were available. Great confusion existed regarding the 
statutes; so many laws had been passed by the Central Govern-
ment in Mexico City and the government officials in La Paz, 
that it was extremely difficult to know what laws applied to any 
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given situation. Land grants had been made by Jose Castro and 
Feliciano Ruiz de Esparza in total disregard of the laws governing 
such matters. These illegal land grants cast a cloud on many 
titles and it was up to Jose Matias to help determine the true 
status of each claim. The troops under his administration were 
in dire need of many of the basic necessities of life. They had 
not received their pay and it was up to Jose Matias to provide 
for them. 
All in all, Jose Matias foced a very difficult situation. He was 
not sure just how he was going to go about solving these many 
problems, but he was determined that his was to be an honest 
administration and that he would govern to the best of his ability. 
In an effort to collect money due the government, Jose Matias, 
on April 29, 1861, wrote to Rufus K. Porter, who was in San Diego, 
Alta California, telling him that Don Abel Stearns of Los Angeles, 
had taken all of Porter's cattle across the border without paying 
the government tax. He said that there were two thousand head 
of cattle and that the tax was dos reales cada uno (twenty-five 
cents a head). He demanded payment from Porter.~6 
Another aspect of Jose Matias' job was what we, today, would 
probably call public relations. As administrative head of the civil 
government of La Frontera he received numerous requests, from 
Americans and Mexicans alike, to do little personal favors, such 
as locating people, delivering messages, forwarding mail, supplies, 
etc.. An example of the sort of requests made is contained in a 
letter he received from E. W . Morse, of San Diego, Alta California, 
dated March 20, 1861. It reads as follows : 
Learning that you are now in command of the Frontier, I take the liberty 
to enclose you a description of a horse of mine which sometime since was 
in possession of Esparza who had promised to send him up to me, and 
thinking that he might now fall into your possession and that if so you 
would have the kindness to send him up to me. The following brand is on 
his left hip , also this . His color is dark bay (retina or colorado) 
both hind feet white, and a white rope mark on his left hind leg just above 
the knee. Anyone leaving him at the store of Mr. (James) Donohoe will be 
paid for expenses and trouble27. 
Another problem facing Jose Matias was the frequent adverse 
publicity he received in the American press. As he painstakingly 
sought to enforce Mexican law, he frequently came into conflict 
with foreign interests, mostly American, who had sought and 
received special privileges from Castro and Esparza. Inasmuch 
as many of these had been granted illegally, it was duty to expose 
them and declare such arrangements null and void. This, of course, 
incensed the parties concerned and led to much verbal abuse. 
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A letter that Jose Matias wrote on May 8, 1861, to the Mexican 
Consul, J. M. Mugarrieta, in San Francisco, gives us some idea 
of conditions existing in La Frontera when he took office. Moreno 
wrote in part: 
The frontier district contains only a dozen families, scattered and impover-
ished, and terrified by the discretional governments of Castro and Esparza. 
I shall do my best to administer the government. I am forming a census 
to show the population and wealth under Castro and Esparza from 1856 to 
March 1861, when they left the district; also an account of open and 
occupied lands. 
Peace being restored, several Mexican and foreign miners have come to 
examine the various metal veins and gold placers which abound here. To 
give this branch the necessary impulse it is necessary to concede the export 
of the ore from Todos Santos, because the country has no reduction works. 
At present there is no prospect of d isturbance, nor does anyone in (Los) 
Angeles think of armed invasion, because Esparza, the cause of the resent-
ment, no longer exists. 
Some Esparcistas, Yankees, Chilenos and espafioles in San Diego, have 
given speeches. Without leaving out mention of the celebrated Bamlini and 
Argiiellos, sworn enemies of this country since 1846, in the war between 
Mexico and the United States, they have been traitors to their country, and 
always they have helped and associated with the bad people here. 
A mongrel adventurer, J. M. Silva, will visit you to claim damages from 
losses suffered on this frontier in land and effects. Under Esparza he was 
Adj. General, medical man (without having read Galen), fiscal and revolu-
tionist and received some land grants from Castro. From San Diego he has 
issued seditious proclamations in defence of his equal, Esparza . 
The commanding officer at San Diego lately joined Esparza's men in 
January last merely to pursue Indians, he said that he had not crossed the 
line. But it seems that he and Esparza had an understanding to cross the 
line when they thought best. Esparza, besides, proclaimed in October last 
to the Yankees that 'No hay linea', (There is no line.). 
There is no way to denounce miners here except before alcaldes or Juez 
de degree Inst .. Instruct me how this is done.28 
From this last it is evident that Jose Matias was attempting to 
improve his knowledge of details pertaining to his new office. 
There were many mining violations that frequently resulted in 
physical violence between Mexican and American miners. Many 
American mining groups were viewed with great suspicion, as 
they were believed to be filibusters in disguise. However, there 
were many ligitimate requests for information regarding Mexican 
mining laws; therefore, it was necessary that he inform himself 
on this subject. As a Commissioner of Mexico, he had long been 
familiar with many aspects of Mexican law; but he was not familiar 
with the exact procedure to follow in setting up courts to try 
such cases. 
To insure continuity between the government in La Paz and 
that of La Frontera, it was necessary for Jose Matias to keep C. 
217 
Photo courtesy of San Diego Historical Society, Serra Museum c;nd Research Library, San Diego Calif. 
Guadalupe Valley, Baja California, Mexico 
Teodoro Riveroll, Governor of Baja California, informed as to 
conditions existing there. To this end he wrote a series of letters 
giving detailed discriptions of conditions and events. 
In a letter dated July 16, 1861, he referred to the disorderly rule 
of Jose Castro and to the vandalic administration of Feliciano 
Ruiz de Esparza. He expressed doubt as to the accuracy of their 
accounts and said that he had asked Cecilio Zeriga, an old employee 
of the treasury of this Frontera, for an account of the treasury 
administered under these men. 29 
In another letter, written July 17, 1861, Jose Matias wrote to Gov-
ernor Riveroll stating that he had tried to form an Ayuntamiento, 
elected by the free vote of the people, but owing to the scarcity 
of population, he had failed. He spoke of the extreme poverty 
caused by Castro, Esparza and Mendoza, saying that the people 
had no food nor horses to bear them. He went on to say that 
they were poorly clothed and poorly housed as many of their 
homes had been burned during the recent disturbances, further, 
that they were scattered between Rosario and the boundary, a 
distance of one hundred leagues. 
Jose Matias also stated that there were not more than three or 
four who could read or write, hence none could be legally elected 
for membership in the Ayuntamiento. For ten years no Ayun-
tamiento had existed in this partido, the various fefes having ruled 
in military and civil matters, thus, the people did not understand 
political affairs. 
Jose Matias said that he had confined himself to appointing 
minor judges in pueblos and ranchos to facilitate administration of 
justice, police and peace. Before a municipal body could be 
formed, the population would have to be educated to the point 
that they could understand the functions of such a government. 
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He told Riveroll that he had appointed Pedro E. Duarte, ]uez 
Constitutional in the district, entrusting him also with the judgeship 
of the 1° Inst. in civil and criminal matters. For want of an Ayun-
tamiento, he said that he had apened the dispatches for that body 
and published the various decrees, laws and circulars.=~o 
Many of Esparza's accomplices refused to submit to the govern-
ment. L. Acevedo and Ignacio Marron and others had gone down 
to San Ignacio and Mulege, well outside the jurisdiction of La 
Frontera. Others, in San Borja and Santa Gertrudis, had not sub-
mitted to the government and were suspected of being trouble-
makers. Some, more gravely compromised, had fled to Alta 
California, these were: Mario Valdiva, Julio and Victorio Romero, 
Luis Ignacio, Ramon and Santiago Arguello, Jesus Maria and Juan 
Bandini and the Chileno, J. M. Silva, all were partisans of Esparza 
and all had maintained a threatening attitude on the frontier. 
However, on the whole, peace ruled; men of property and 
family were moving back into the area and were generally attached 
to the sub-prefectOiy of Jose Matias Moreno.31 
In another report, Jose Matias stated that there was an abun-
dance of copper and silver in the area and listed the chief places 
as San Antonio, Guadalupe, La Colentura, San Ysidro, San Vicente, 
San Jacinto, La Grulla and La Ensenada de Todos Santos. 
A gold placer of easy working had been found at Rancho San 
Ysidro de Lopez. Moreno said that he was there in June and had 
seen some Indians wash out one-half ounce of gold he was 
remitting as a present. 
In San Rafael Valley and at Las Juntas on the United States 
slopes of Santa Catarina, samples of fine gold placer had been 
found. An expedition of over twenty-five Mexicans was leaving 
for Santa Catarina. Pagans inhabited the place, and, although 
friendly, precaution was needed. Some companies of Mexicans 
and foreigners intended to work the copper mines and were 
actually prospecting them. 
He recommended that the government favor mining as a boost 
to the economy of the district. 
Because he did not have the authority to confer mining and 
placer permits on citizens who sought them, he requested that 
the authorities grant him such authority. As matters stood he was 
required to make the long trip to La Paz to secure approval of 
permits. This trip was long and arduous, requiring him to either 
go overland, on horseback, or to San Diego or San Francisco, to 
await a ship sailing to La Paz. Either of these two methods 
was time consuming, frequently requiring two or more months. 
He could not afford to be away from his duties on La Frontera 
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for such a long period of time, so he urged approval of his request. 
If not granted, he felt that the spirit of enterprise would dwindle 
and die. 
He pointed out that on May 2, 1859, President Benito Juarez 
had granted Captain Henry S. Burton permission to work the 
frontier mines, free of export and import duties if shipped via 
Todos Santos. He felt that if Burton received this preferential 
treatment others would rightfully request the same priviledge. 
What was he to do regarding this matter? 
Foreign vessels were fishing and hunting sea otter along the 
Mexican coast. At the moment he had no way of enforcing the 
laws of l\!Iexico in this regard and requested a coast guard boat, 
armed with cannon, to protect the government's interests.3 ~ 
On July 18, 1861, Jose Matias again wrote the Governor regard-
ing the poverty and misery of the people, saying: 
... no grain, no cattle, no horses, not even a mule. People cannot work 
or get from place to place . . .aa 
He continued saying that the honor of the government demanded 
that the garrison be kept in good condition. He said that he was 
relying on the Governor's promise of support contained in his 
note of April 16th. The garrison located at Ex-Misi6n de Guadalupe 
was under the command of Lieutenant Guadalupe Scroble, who 
maintained good discipline. The troops were content, but looked 
forward to November when they would be relieved of their three 
year term of voluntary service. Pacification of the border had been 
accomplished and all was quiet. One pressing problem was the 
lack of money to pay the troops. This he expected momentarily 
from the authorities at La Paz. 
In his effort to keep Governor Riveroll, and the authorities in 
Mexico City, informed of his problems, and the progress made, 
he became a prolific letter writer, sometimes writing two and three 
letters to the same person on the same day, each covering a 
different topic. 
He felt compelled to write to Governor Riveroll explaining the 
history of Ex-Misi6n de Guadalupe. He said that this was one of 
the illegal concessions that had been made in 1845 by the Governor 
of Alta California, Pio Pico, as a favor to Juan Bandini, traitor 
to Mexico during the war with the United States of America, 
1846-48. In 1859, the Superior Government (President Juan 
Alvarez) gave the property to Eustacia Souza, a native of 
Acapulco. The Sub-]efe Politico, Jose Castro, refused to verify 
the same. When Souza died without heirs, the property reverted 
back to the government. Juan Bandini, knowing that the title 
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Photo courtesy of San Diego Historical Society, Serra M useum and Research library, San Diego Calif. 
Site of Ex-Mision de Guadalupe 
given by former Governor Pio Pico was illegal, attempted to 
transfer the land to his father-in-law, Santiago Arguello, in 
exchange for his Rancho Tia Juana. Arguello and his sons had 
been traitors to Mexico in 1846, and since then, until March of that 
year, had been constantly disturbing the order of the frontier. 
They had participated in the revolutions and robberies that had 
frequently succeeded. They had cooperated with the Filibusters 
in an effort to annex the frontier to Alta California. Moreno said: 
I have occupied said property, as public property, and from there I will 
establish, as quickly as possible, peace in this country.34 
As can be seen, the problems facing Jose Matias were formidable, 
however, he was determined to solve those that would lend them-
selves to a solution. He was painfully aware of his limitations and 
made every effort to improve his knowledge of the situation and 
develope techniques for making his administration effective and 
responsive to the needs of the people. He was not hesitant about 
asking for help when he encountered a situation he did not have 
the expertise to handle. Above all, he was determined that his 
administration would be honest and protective of the government's 
interests. 
FOOTNOTES 
26 Moreno Doc.-Long Col. San Diego, California, Letter Moreno-Porter, 
29 April, 1861. 
27 Ibid, Letter, Morse-Moreno, 20 March, 1861. 
28 Ibid, Letter, Moreno-Mugarrieta, 8 May, 1861. 
29 Ibid, Letter, Moreno-Riveroll, 16 July, 1861. 
30 Moreno Doc.-Bancroft, Berkeley, California, Letter Moreno-Riveroll, 17 
July, 1861 (Municipal Elections) 
31 Ibid, Letter, Moreno-Riveroll, 17 July, 1861. (Activities of Esparza) . 
32 Ibid, Letter, Moreno-Riveroll, 18 July, 1861 (Mineral Deposits). 
33 Ibid, Letter, Moreno-Riveroll, 18 July, 1861 (Misery of people). 
34 Ibid, Letter, Moreno-Riveroll, 18 July, 1861 (Misery of people of Santo 
Tomas). 
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In Memoriam 
Ellen Loraine Deering 
December 10, 1898 
March 21, 1977 
We Remember Her 
We, the members of Stockton · Branch of the 
National League of American Pen Women, wish to 
express our love for Ellen Deering, our gratitude for 
her help in our work, and our sorrow that she has left 
us now. 
Stockton Branch of Pen Women was founded over 
twenty-five years ago by Ellen Deering - through her 
vision and her efforts. She believed that in this com-
munity there were women with talent who deserved 
recognition and needed encouragement . She always 
encouraged us in our creative efforts, whether they 
were in writing, painting, or in some other art. Some-
times she even urged us to attempt to do things which 
we, at the time, believed to be beyond our abi l it ies. 
~ ~ 
, 
Stockton Pen Women will always remember Ellen 
Deering's loving interest in each member, her faith in 
our talents, and her delight in our achievements. 
Although her own writing was in the f ield of her 
profess ion and, therefore, was prose, she had a deep 
understand ing and love of poetry ; so we feel it 
appropriate to read a few lines of verse written by one 
of our own Pen Women, Lucille Sandberg, an 
espec ially c lose fri end of Ellen Deeri ng. Miss Sand-
berg call s her poem "F l ight." 
Someti mes I ponder 
To what ecstati c heights 
My soul may go /( 
When I can but c lose my eyes ~.,. 
And see ........_ .. ~ 
Deep purple-
Soft as a falling n ight, 
Exquis ite vermilli on hues ~ / / 
As bright . . \]I_, 
As a sunset after ram. ~--~;1 
If these, \~ 
With only my eyes I can see, 
What then 
When my body dies 
And I am free? 
·(The poem " Flight ," is f rom Roundup by Luc ille Sand berg ; 
Charleston, Ill. , Prai rie Press , 1966) 
(Presented by Theodosia Benjam in, representi ng the members of 
Stockton Branch, Natio nal Leag ue of American Pen Women, at 
service for Ellen L. Deering, held at Centra l United Meth od ist 
Church, Stockton, Cal iforn ia, March 24, 1977. ) 
~ 
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TO TH E MEMORY OF 
IRVIN G SHEPARD 
(1 899-1975) 
EXECUTOR OF 
THE JACK LONDON ESTATE 
FR IEND TO 
LONDON STUDENTS AND SCHOLA RS 
AROUND TH E WORLD 
SPECIAL LECTURER AT 
THE UNIVERSITY OF THE PACIFIC'S 
FIRST JACK LONDON SYM POSIUM 
MARCH 23, 1974 
Sl MONUMENTUM QUAERIS, 
CIRCUM SPICE 
THE PACIFIC HISTORIAN is grateful to Milo Shepard , Executor of 
the Irving Shepard Estate. for his help and permission to present 
this special issue of our quarterly. 
In MARTIN EDEN [1909) Macmillan Co. 
Dear Bessie:-
Now do you remember ever seeing "Higginbotham's Cash 
Store?" 
Affectionately yours, 
Jack london 
In lOST FACE 
Dear Bessie:-
Glen Ellen, March 23, 1910. 
[ 1910] Macmillan Co. 
My latest. Do tell me how you like "The Wit of Porportuk," 
& the others, too. 
Jack london. 
Glen Ellen, Calif., March 23 I 1910. 
In REVOLUTION [ 1910] Macmillan Co. 
Dear Bessie:-
"Oh God, make no more giants; 
Elevate the race. " 
With love from 
Jack london 
Glen Ellen, Calif., May 11, 1910. 
STILL AVAILABLE 
DADDY BOY Limited Ed ition of 500. $5.00 
Inscriptions by Jack London to his wife Bessie Maddern London. 
